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Wild mirth of the desart ! fit pastime for KingSy 
Which still the rude Bard in his solitude sings, 

Wilson. 
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If I knew man on earth that loved me more, 
Or more approved my wayward minstrelsy, 
Beshrew my pen, so prone to rhyming lore. 
If it should dedicate this Book to thee : 
But when I think of all thy truth to me. 
And love, though sorely tried, that ne'er gave way, 
At once all thoughts of loftier patron flee. 
Slight is the gift ; for, need I blush to say, 
That never song of mine had seen the day. 
But for thy friendship and unchanged regard ? 
To thee I owe them — How shall I repay 
My more than brother ! — all thy poor reward 
Is this, thy favourite lay, of thy too favoured Bard. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



TuEfoUomng Poem is partly founded on an 
incident recorded in the Scottish annab of the Uth 
century. The alteration in the lady's name, which 
was JElizabeth Moore, was necessary on account 
qftherythm. 
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1. 

1 Hou Queen of Caledonia's mountain floods. 
Theme of a thousand gifted Bards of y ore. 

Majestic wanderer of the Wiids and woods. 
That lovest to circle cliff and mountain hoar, 
And with. the winds to mix thy kindred roar. 

Startling the shepherd of the Grampian glen ! 
Rich are the vales that bound thy eastern shore. 

And fair thy upland dales to human ken ; 

But scarcely are thy springs known to the sons of men. 
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2. 
O that some spirit at the midni^t noon 

Aloft would bear me^ middle space, to see 
Thy thousand branches gleaming to the moon, 

By shadowy hill, gray rock, and fiury lea ; 
' Thy gleesome ehes di£|>orting merrily 
** : /^ ^luxmiecisgrdrcles by the lonely dell, 
Of by*the sacred fount, or haunted tree^ 
/'tVh^restiawJd'tke.diintf as hoary legends tell, 
And Superstition's last, wild, thrilling visions dwell I 

3. 
To Fancy's eye the ample scene is spread, 

The yellow moon-beam sleeps on hills rf dew, 
On many an everlasting pyrannd 

That bathes its gray head in celestial blue* 

These o'er thy cradle stand the guardians true, 
Th' eternal bulwarks of the limd and thee. 

And evermore thy lullaby renew 
To howling winds and storms that o'er thee flee : 
All hail, ye battlements of ancient liberty! 
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There the daik raven buildfi his dte^rj home ; 

The eagle o'er his eyrie rares ahiud ; 
The brindled fitac around thee loves to roaiBf 

And ptarmigan^ the inmates 4>f the cloud | 

And wh^ the sunmunr fiuqjs her dappled shroad 
O'er reddening mo&rsf and wilds of soften'd gray^ 

The youthful swaii^ unfashion'dt unendow'd^ 
The brocket loid the lanib m«y round thee play : 
These thy first guests alone, thou fiuuv majestic Tay ! 

5. 
But bear me^ S^urii of the gifted ey^ 

Fair on Ay pinions eastward to the moiBi 
O'er garish gleps and straths of every dye^ 

Wh0?e oxen low and waves the yellow grain; 

Y^here be^lUiig otiSb o'erhai^ the bd^ plmn 
In spiral fiMrmi^ fentestiei wildi and riven ; 

Where swell tiie woodland choir and maiden's strain. 
As forests bend onto the breetee of evei^ 
Aod in ibe flood beneath wave o'er a downifi»4 heinrmi. 
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6. 
Then hold thy vision'd course along the skies, 

O'er fertile'yallies bounded by the seai 
Girdled by silver baldrick, which now vies 

In broadness with the ocean^s majesty; 

Where pleasure smiles and laughing luxury, 
And traffic bustles out the live-long day ; 

Where brazen keels before the billows flee — 
Is that the murmuring rill of mountain gray ? 
Is that imperial flood the wilder'd Grampian Tay ? 

7. 
Far on thy fiinged borders, west away. 

Queen of green Albyn's rivers, let me roam^ 
And mark thy graceful windings as I stray 

When drowsy day-hght seeks her curtained dome. 

Fain would a weary wanderer from his hom^ 
The wayward Minstrel of a southland dale^ 

Sing of thy mountain birth, thy billowy tomb. 
And legends old that linger in thy vale ; 
To friendship, and to thee, is due the simple Ude# 
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Si 
Old Caledonia I pathway of th<e storm 

Hiat o'er thy frilds resistless sweeps along^ 
Though clouds, and snows thy sterile hills defotmi 

Thoii art the lahd of freedom and of song I 

Land of the eagle fiuncy, wild and strong I 
Land of the loyal heart and .valiant arm [ . 

Though southern pride. and luxury may wrong 
Thy mountain honours, still my heart shall warm 
At thy unquestion'd weir, and songs of magic charm. 

. 9. 
O, I might tell where ancient cities stood ! 

And I might sing of battles lost and won ; 
Of royal obsequies, and halls of blood ; 

And daring deeds by dauntless warrior done. 

Since Scotland's crinison page was first b^uui 
Tay was the scene of actions great and high ; 

But aye when from the echoing hills I run. 
My froward harp refiis^ to comply ; — 
The nursling of the wild, the Mountain Bard am L 
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10. 

I caimot fiing «f Loofoarty' and Hay^ 
Nor kfig OB dMds ofdtstk and daDgar dwdl ; 

Of dd Pinmimian towen, or Biniam gray^ 
Wbete CanoMM batdad and dw ViHaiii 61L 
But list I I imtt anittiGiail atory tall, 

A tale of BidUe woe sod ayitery. 
Of sore mkhapa diat an CMd SmhMf 

Wise Dame, aad Minstrd of fbU Ugh dsg^te, 

And virions of dismay, unfitting Bum to i 



11. 
And tbon shak hear of Maid, whose meltiiig eye 

Spoke to the heart what tongue could never say^- 
A maid right gentle, frolicsome, and sly. 

And biyth as lambkin on a mom of May; 

Whose anbom loclu, when waving to the daj^ 
And Ughtsome fonn of sweet simplicity. 

Stole many a fond miweeting heart away. 

And held those hearts in pleasing slavoiy. 

Woe that such flower should e'er by lover blighted be I 

2 
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12. 
But ween not thou that Nature's simple Bard 

Can e'er unblemished character define ; 
True to his fiiithful monitor^s award. 

He paints her glories only as they shine. 

Of men all pur^ and maidens all divine, 
Expect not thou his wild-wood lay to be ; - 

But those whose virtues and defects combinei 
Such as in erring man we daily see— 
The child of failings bom, and scathed humanity. 
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CANTO FIRST. 



CSe f^imtitQf 



ARGUMENT. 

God prosper Umg our noble kingy 

Our lives and safeties all I 
A woeful hunting once there did 

In Chevy Choice befall : 
fo drive the deer with hound and horn 

JSarl Percy took his way; 
The child may rue that is unborn 

The hunting of that day ! 
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CANTO VtRST. 



V^^f^umim^ 



1- 

Xl ASTSy ranger, io the Athol momitauis Uiie 1 
UnlMsh the lioiiiid% and let the bu^es siog ! 

Tbd thousand traces in the morning dew. 
Hie bounding deer^ Ihe Uack-cock on the mng, 
Bespeak the rout i^ Seotland's gallant king; 

The bearded rock shouU to the desart hoar; 
Haste, ranger !--*all the mountain eefaoos ring, 

From cairn of Bruar to the dark Olen^Mor^ 

The forest's in a howl, and all is wild upioar f 
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2. 
O many a gallant hart that time was slain ! 

And many a roe-buck foundered in the glen ! 
The gor-cock beat the shiyering winds in vain; 

The antler'd rover sought his widowed den ; 

Even birds that ne'er had seen the forms of men, 
But roosted careless on the desart doone. 

An easy mark to ruthless archer's ken ! 
No more they whirr and crow at dawning boon, 
Far on their grizzled heights, contiguous to the moon I 

S, 
Where'er the chace to dell or valley near'd,- 

Therefor the royal train the feast was laid; . 
There was the monarch's light pavilion rear'd ; 

There flowfd the wine, and much in glee was said 

Of lady's form, and bloomiiig mountain maid; 
And many a fair was toasted to the brim : 

But knight and squire a languishing betray'd 
When one was named, whose eye made diamonds dim ! 
The King look'd sad and sigh'd ! no sleep that night 
for him! 



Cahto I. THE HUNTING. 15 

4. 
The morning rose) but sc^ce they could discern • 

When Night gave in her sc^tre to the day. 
The clouds of.heaven were moor'd so dark and dem. 

And wrapt the forest in a shroud of gray. 

Man, horse^ and hound, in listless languor lay. 
For the wet rack traversed t]pie mountain's brow ; 

But, long ere night, the Monarch stole away ; 
His courtiers searched, and raised the loud halloo, 
But well they knew thdrman, and made not much ado. 

5- 
Another ^j came on, another still. 

And 'aye the clouds their drizzly treasures shed ; 
The pitchy mist hung moveless on the hill. 
And hooded every pine-tree's reverend head : 
The heavens seemM sleepingon their mountain bed 
The stragi^ng roes mistimed their noontide den, 
. And stray*d the forest, belling for the dea^ 
Started at every rustle— paused^ and then 
SniflP'dy whistling in thewind^and bounded to the ^en. 
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6/ 
The King was lo6t» and much eoojeetore paiL 

At l^gth ihe monimg rose in li^taome fabe^ 
Far to the west her pinken Tdl she cast ; 

Up rose the fringed son, and softly tbrew 

A goldoi tint along the moorland dew ; 
The mist had sought the winding vales, and lay 

A slumbering ocean of the softest huc^ 
Where nimic rainbows bent in every bay. 
And thousand islets smiled amid the watety way. 

7. 
The steeps of proud Ben-Glow the noUes sealed. 

For there they heard their Monaidi's bogle yell ; 
First on the height, the beauteous matn lie hail'd, 

And rested, wondering, en the heather beH. 

Hie amber blaze that tipt the moor and fdl. 
The fleecy douds that rolTd rfur bdow» 

The bounds* inqiatient wUne^ the bui^a awtlly 
Raised in his breast a more tiwn wonted gloww 
The nobles fennd him pleased, noriollMratrowto 
know* 
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8. 
The driver circle nurrow'd on t&e heathf 

Close^ and more close» the deer were bounding bye ; 
Upon the bow-string lies the diaft of death I , 

Breathless impatience bums in every eye I 

At once a thousand winged arrows fly; 
The grayhound up the glen outstrips the wind ; 

At once the slow-hounds' music rends the skyy 
The hunter's whoop and hallo cheers behind I 
Halool away they speed! swift as the course of mind I 

9. 
There roll'd the bausin'd hind adown the linn^ 

Transfix'd by arrow firom the Border bow ; 
There the poor roe-deer quakes the cliff within^ 

The silent gray-hound watching dosei below* 

But yonder far the chesnut rovers gb^ 
O^er hilly o'er dale» they mock thy hounds and thee ; 

Cheer, hunter, cheer ! unbend thy cumbrous bow, 
Bayard and blood-hound now thy hope must be, 
Qrsoon they gain the steeps, and pathless woods of Dee, 
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10- 
Halloo, o'er hill and dale I the slot is wann I 

To every cliff the bugle lends a bell ; 

On to the northward peals the loud alanUy 

' And ay the brocket and the sord fell : 

But flying still before the mingled yelly 
The gallant herd outspeeds the troubled wind ; 

Their rattling antlers brush the birken dell; 
Their haughty eyes the rolling tear-drops blind; 
But onward still they speed, and look not once behind ! 

V 

11. 

The Tilt is vanished on the upland gray, 

The Tarf is dwindled to a foaming rill ; 
But many a hound lay gasping by the way, 
Bathed in the stream, or stretched upon the hill ; 
The cooling brook with burning jaws they swiUy 
' Nor once will deign to scent the tainted ground : 
The herd has cross'd Breriach's gulfing gill, ^ 
The Athol forest's formidable bound, 
: And in the Garcharye a last retreat haye found. ^ 
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12. 
One hound alone has cross'd the dreary height. 

The deep-toned Jowler, ever staunch and true. 
The chace was o'er ; but long ere fell the night. 

Full thirty hinds those gallant hunters slew. 

Of every age and kind ; the drivers drew 
Their quarry on behind by ford and lea : 

But never more shall eye of monarch view 
So wild a scene of mountain majesty 
As Scotland's King beheld from the tall peaks of Dee. 

in: 

On gray Macduich's upmost verge he stood. 
The loftiest cone of all that desart dun ; 

The seas a&r were streamer'd o'er with blood I 
Dark forests waved, and winding waters run t 
For nature glow'd beneath the evening sun ; 

The western shadows dark'ning every dale. 

Where dens 6f gloom, the sight of man to shun, 

Lay shrouded in impervious magic veil ; 

While o'er them ponr'd the rays of light so lovely pale. 
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14^* 
But O what bard could sing the onward sight I 

The piles that frown'd, the guUs that yawn'd bmeath I 
Downward a thousand fiithoios from the heights 

Grim as the cayems in the land of death I 

Like mountains shattered in th' Eternal's wraths 
When fiends their banners 'gainst his reign m^tiirrd'-** 

A grisly wilderness ! a land of scathe ! 
Rocks upon rocks in dire confusion hurl'd I 
A rent and formless mass^ the rubbish of a world, 

16. 
As if by lost pre-€minence abased^ 

Hill behind hill erected locks of gray^ 
And every misty morion was upraisedf 

To speak their farewell to the God of Day : 

When tempests rave along their polar way^ 
Not closer rear the billows of the deep. 

Shining with silver foam» and maned with spray. 
As up the mid-way heaven they war and sweep, 
Thpn, foil'd and chafed torage^ roll down the broken 
steep. 
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Fipst died upon tibe peaks the golden hne. 
And o^er them spread a beauteous purple screen; 

Then rose a shade of pale cerulean Uue^ 
Softening the hills and hazy vales between t 
Deeper and- deeper grew the magic scen^ 

As darker shades of the nightJieaven came on ; 
No star along the firtfiatti^t wa& seen. 

But solemn majesty prevailed alone 

Around the brows of Ere^ upon her Grampian throne. 

17. 
Steep the descent and rugged was the way 

By which the Monarch and his Knights came down^ 
And oft they groped and stumbled on the brae^ 

For &r below, on vale of heather brown. 

The tents were rear'd, and fires of evening shone : 
The mountain sounds had perish'd in the gloom, 

AH save th' unwearied Jowler's swelling tone^ 
That bore to tranbling stag the sounds of doom, 
While every cave of Night roll'd back the breathing 
boom* 
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18. 
Th' in^passion'd huntsman wended up the brae^ 

And loud the <»rder of desistapce bawl'd ; 
But aye^ as louder wax'd his tyrant's say, 

Lopder and fiercer, Jowler, unappatl'd. 

Across the glen, along the mountain brawFdf 
Unpractised he to part till blood was seen— - 

Though sore by precipice and darkness gall'd^ 
He tum'd his dewlap to the starry sheen, 
And howl'd in furious tone, with yelp and bay between. 

19. 
Well known that spot, once graced by sovereign's sleep. 

Still bears it the memorial of his name ; 
The silver torrent play'd his vesper deep, 

The mountain plover sung his loud acclaim I 

Inured to toil apd battle's deadly flame. 
The Stuart rose the son of health and might. 

Ah I how unlike the bland voluptuous firame 
In this unthrifty age, that takes delight 
To doze in qualms by day, and revel out the night 1 
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20. 
The Night had jpurne/d up the dark blue steep. 

And lean'd upon the casemoit of the sky, 
SmiEng serenely o'er a world in sleep, 

At millidns of. her wand'ring elfins sly; 

Harassing helpless ihortals as they lie 
With dreams and fantasies of endless, train; 
. With tantalizing sweets that mock the ey^ 
With startling horror, and with visions vain, 
And every thrilling trimce of pleasure and of paiii. . 

21. 
In mantle wri^t, and stretch'd on flowery heath, 

She saw the King of Scotland weary lie ; 
So deep his slumber, that the hand of death 

Arrests not more the reasoning &culty ; 

Y^t was his &ncy rapt in passion high. 
He toil'd with yisions of a wayward dream ; 

Qujiver'd his limbs, his bosom broke the sigh, 
He clasp'd.the yielding heath, and named a name — 
He would not for his crown to nobles' eat it came I 
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22. 
The heaveniy guardian of the royal head. 

That rules events and el^neuts at will» 
Unused in wilderness to watch his bed^ 

Or spread his sheltering pinion on the hilly 

Unrife in circumstance foreboding ill. 
Yet trembled for some danger lingering near. 

What gath'ring sound comes nigher, nigher still? 
Why does the wakening hound turn up his ear. 
Then start with shortened barky and brisde all with fear? 

2S» 
Fast gains th* alarm — the nobles^ half awak^ 

Restrain their breathing, mindless where they lie ; 
The sleepy ranger starts from out the brak^ 

With mouth wide open and unvision'd eye; 

Knight^ squire, and hind, in one direction fly, 
Mix'd with the hounds that loud in couples bay. 

All to the downward bum that sounded bye^ 
For there arose the dubious, frantic bray, 
That raised the dreamer's eye^ and all that loud affiray. 
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O smile not at the confluent midnight scaie^ 
. The blazing torch, the looks of wild dismay !*— 

It was no angry ^irit of the glen^ 
No muid'rous clansmen mix'd in red array: 
There stood the monajrch of the wild at bay, 

The impetuous Jowler howling at his brow. 

His cheeks all drench'd with brine^ his antlers gray 

Moving across the clif^ mqestic slow, 

lake living fairy trees of blenched and leafless bough. 

With ruthless shaft they pierced his heaving breast^ 

The baited, thirsty Jowler laps his blood ; 
The royal Hunter his brave hound caressed. 

Lauded his zeal and spirit unsubdued ; 

While the staunch victor, of approval proud, 
Roird his brown back upon the prostrate slain, 

Caper'd around in playful whelpisfa mood. 
As if unspent by all his toil and pain. 
Then lick'd his crimson flew, and look'd to th' hilld 
again* 
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26. 
For three kmg days the deer were driven a&r, 

And many a herd was thinn*d and sore bespent ; 
Through dark Glai- Avhiy and the woods of Mar^ 

Hart, hind, and roe in tranbling trails were blent. 

Still in the wild remained the royal tent ; 
One little bothy stood behind the lea* 
' Where oft at ere the King and nobles wait 
The setting sun and soaring erne to see, 
:Behind the dreadful difis that watch thespringsof Dee. 

27. 
One eve they sat all in a jocund row, 

The cruel Knight of Souden he was one; 
They noted horror staring on his brow, » 

His lip was quivering, and his colour gone ! 

And aye he look'd the startled knights upon. 
Then roll'd his troubled glance along the hill. 

<< What moves thee?" said the King, in mildest tone. 
He bow'd his head, but held his silence still. 
*« What moves my gaUant knight ? Speak, Souden, 
art thou iU?'' 
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.28. 
** My sovereign liege^ forgiveness I implore ; 

. Strange recollections dim my palsied sight; 
But this same dreary scene I've seen before^ 

Either in trance, or vision of the night. 

Some dismal doom shall soon my honours blight; 
I know these bodings fraught with woe to be. 

It seems as demon dragged a deed to lights 
That lies un&thcnn'd even to destiny V* — 
O ne'er may leil mm keep with mqrderer company I 

29. 
No more he spoke that eve, as l^nds tell ; 

No orders issued to his page or groom ; 
But servitorS) with trembling, mark'd full well 

A wondrous fiM^ behind him in the gloom; 

Of flame it seem'd, yet nothing did illume ; 
Laughing, revenge gleam'd red in every line : 

But how it enter'd the pavilion'd room. 

Or how it past, no mortal could divine i 

A visitant it seem'd from some unhallowed shrme 1 

6 
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30. 
Again the Icm'ring douds iinmiire the hiU ; 

Again the sportsmen stretch their limbs in rest; 
To the lone bothy^ by the sounding rill. 

The King retired, its wildness pleased him best, 

liVith his good knights to list the song and jest; 
His ancient minstrel waiting at command^ 

Gilbert of Shell, by all the land confest 
A minstrel worthy by his King to stand. 
And play his native airs, with soonding harp in hand. 

SI- 
That evening, call'd to sing, he framed a lay,-— 

A lay of snch mysterious tendency. 
It stole the listeners' reasoning powers away; 

They dreamed not that they lay in moors of Dee^ 

But in some fidry isle amid the sea. 
So well did Fancy mould her visions vain : 

Bent was the minstreFs eye, and wild to see^ 
As thus he pour'd the visionary strain* 
O ne'er shall Grampian echo murmur such again i 
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There wals ane auld caryl wonit in yon howe, 

Lemedon! lemedon! ajfden Ullelu! 
His face was the geire^ and his hayre was the woo^ 

SingHo! Ro! Gillan of JOanku ! 
But och ! qohan the miire getis his cuerlet gray^ &c. 
Quhan the gloamyng hes flauchtit the nychte and the 

day, &c, 
Quhan the crawis haif flowin to the greinwode 8chaw« 
And the kydde hes blet owr the Lammer Law; 
Quhan the dewe hes layde the klaiver asteep^ 
And the gowin hes fauldit hir buddis to sleep ; 
Quhan nochte is herde but the merlinis mene— 
Och! than that gyre caryl is neuir his lene I 

Ane bonnye baby, se meike and mylde^ 
Ay walkis wy the hym the dowie wylde : 
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The gowlin getis of sturt aad stryffef 
And wearie wailis of mortyl lyfife, 
Wald all be hushit till endlesse pece 
At ane blynke of that babyis fece i 

Hir browe se fayre^ and her ee se mdke^ 
And the damyske roz that blumis on her dieike ; ' 
Hir loddsy and the bend of h^ bonnye bree^ 
And hir smyle mochte waukin the dcdde to see ! 

Hir snoode, befiTngit with mony a geme, 
Wals Btouin fra the raynbowe's btychtest heme; 
And hir raile, mair qiihyte than snaivye dryfite^ 
Wals neuir wovin anethe the lyfte; 
It keust sikn lychte on hill and gaire^ 
It shawit the wylde deer til hir laire ; 
And the fityries wakinit fra their beddis of dewe» 
And they sang ane hyme, and the hyme was new I 
List, lordyngSy list I for neuir agayne 
Shalt' heire sikn wylde wanyirdlye strayne* 
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For they sang the nychte-gale in ane swoone, 
And they sang the goud lockes fra the moone ; 
They sang the reidbrdste j5ra the wud^ 
And the laueroke oat of the merlit dud ; 
And sum wee feres of bludeless byrthe 
Cam out of the wumdioles of the yirthe^ 
And swoofit se lychdye round the lee^ 
That they waldna kythe to mortyl ee; 
^But their erlisch sang it rase se shill^ . 
That the waesum tod youlit on the hill I 
O lordyngs, list the cronadi blande 1 
The flycherynge songe of Fayrie-land 1 



Sikgayden! aydek! lilleluI 
Bonnye baime, we sing to you ! 
Up the Quhyte, and doune the Blak^ 
No ane leuer^ no ane lak, 
No ane shado at ouir bak ; 
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No ane stokyng, no ane schue^ 
No ane bendit blever blue^ 
No ane traiuel in the dewe I 
' Bonnye bairn^ we sing to yon^ 
Ayden! atoenI lilleluI &e. 

Speilel speilel 
The moone-rak speile I 
Warre the rowar, warre the stdle^ 
Throu the rok and thron the reile^ 
Rounde about lyke ane spynning wheile; 
Throa the libbert^ throu the le» 
Rounde the yirde and rounde the se^ 
Bonnye baime, we sing to thee, 
Rounde the blumis and bellis of dewc^ 

AyD£N ! AYDEN ! LILLSLU I 

l^eide! speidel 
Lyring or deide ! 
Faster than the fyirie gleidci 
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Biz throu LapUn's tTrling diyfte ! 

Roimde the mooney said rounde the lyfte^ 

Aye we ring, and aye we nng 

Our hone I hime 1 

And ante-tune I 

Netdrl neuirl tieruir diinel 

Up the Leider add doude the Dye 

Ay we siog our lullabye I 

Bonnye bairne, we sing to you^ 

AyDEN ! AYDEN 1 LILLELU I 

Ryng! ryng! 
Daunce and sing I 
Hiche on the brume yer garlandis hyng I 
For the baimis sleipe is sweite and sure, 
And the maydenis reste is blist and pure 
Throu all the lynkis of Lammer-mure; 
Sen our bolinye baby was sent fra heven. 
Scho comis owmycht withe the dewe of even. 
And quhan the sone keikes out of the maine, 
Scho swawis with the dewe to heven again. 



34 MADOB OF TBB MOOR. Gavxd L 

But the lychte shall dawne and the houlat flee^ 
The deide shall ake, and the day shall be 
Quhan scho shall smyle in the gladsum nocme^ 
And sleipe and sleipe m the lychte of the moone ! 
Then shall our luias weke anewe^ 
With herpe and vele and ayril toO| 

To AtDEK I AYDBN ! LXIXELU I 

Hyde I hyde! 
Quhateuir betyde^ 
Elfe and dowle that ergh to byde I 
The litdl wee burdie mai cheipe in the wat 
The plevir mai sing, and the coke mai craw; 
For neuir ane spyrit derke and doure 
Dar raike the creukis of Lanuner*mure ; 
And everilke gaiste of gysand hue 
Shall melt in the breize our baby drew ! 
But we ar left in the grein-wud glen, 
Bekaus we luf the chylder of men, 
Sweitlye to sing our flawmand new ; 
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Bonnye baime, we sing to you^ 
AydsnI atoen! liUiELuI 

Pace! pacef 
SpyritiB of grace ! 
Sweite is the amyle of obt baby is facel 
Tbe kelpye dernis, in dreide and dule^ 
Deipe in the howe of his eirye pule ; 
Gil-Moules firehynde the hallen mcyie fle^ 
Throu the dor-threshil, and throu the dor-ke, 
And the mer-mayde mootes in the saifrone se. 
But we «r left in the greine-wud glen, 
Bekana we luf the dbylder of men^ 
Sweitiye to ung and neuir to rue^ 
Sweitlye to fling our laitadue ; 
Bonnye bairne^ we dng to you, 
Ayben! aybenI liixelv! 

Sing! singi 
How shall we sing 
Rounde the baime of the spiritis Kyng ! 
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Lillelu! lillelu! mount ill a lyng I 

Fayries away ! away on the if^^yng I 

We too maune flytt to ane land of blisse I 

To ane land of holy silentnesse I * 

To ane land quhair the nycht-wynd neuir blewe I 

But thy fayre spryng shall euir be newe ! 

Quhan the moone shall walk ne mayre to wan^ 

And the clud and the raynbowe baithe are gaii^ 

In bowirs aboone the brik of the day 

We'll sing to our baby for ever and ay ! 



Than the caryl he saw them swoof alang^ 
And he herde the wot'dis of tfaair leifli sang; 
They seemit to lyhg asklent tllie wynde» 
And left ane streaifitourie Irak biehynde ; 
But he heirit them singyng as they fli^W^ 

AyDEN ! AYDEN ! LILL&lt ! 

Than the caryl liftit the babe ie yttng, 
And nemit hir with ane trendibus tung ; 
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And the lychte of God strak on his face 

As he m^t on t)ie deve, aiid callit her Graqe : 

And he bfMrrit the day of ^orrpwe and rc^uth 

Tft fle^ frft the bairae of Hevenly Tnithe ; 

And he barrit the deidis that nurice pauie 

Euir to thrall the worild again. 

Thai^ hp olaspit h^ handis, and wep}t fid sair^ 

Quhan h^ hfiuie bir adue for evimmiire* 

O neuir wals h^byis smylp se meike 

Qul^n scho £uid t)i.e teir drap on her c)iei]((B I , 

And neuir wals babyis leuke se wae 

Quhan scho saw the leil auld caryl gae I 

But all his eiless ouphen trayn^ 

And all his gaistia and gyis war gane ; 

The gleides th^ gleimit \a the derksome schaw, 

And his fayries had flown the last of a': 

Than the puir auld caryl was blytl^e to fle 

Away fra the emerant isle of the se» 

And neuir inayre se^kis the walkis of meni 

Unless in the diske of the glomyng glen. 

3 
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The harper ceased ; the chords, with fl%hing txme. 
On list'ners' ears in soft vibrations fdl; 

They ahnost ween'd they heard the parting nH>aa 
Of the old reverend sire, and wished him weU !«— - 
On gospel faith, and superstition's spdl, 

The converse tum*d, and high the dispute ran; 
And words were said unfitting bard to tell ; 

Unfitting tongue of poor despondent man, 

Still prone to yearn and doubt o'er all he cannot scaiu 

To what unsaintly goal the words had'bome^ 
Dubious, conjecture only can pourtray : 

Just in the blab of Souden's impious scorn 
Entered a straiiger guest in poor array I 
His locks were thin, and bleached a isilver gray; 

His reverend beard across his girdle hung. 
Each mind was carried, by resistless sway, 

To the old carl of whom the minstrel sung. 

Blenched was the proudest cheek, and mute was every 
tongue ! 
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34. 
He stood erect, but raised not up his eye, 

Seeming to listen for expected sound ; 
But all was still as Night's solemnity. 

Not even a sandal grazed upon the ground* 

Transformed to breathing statues, all around 
The nobles sat, nor wist they what to dread ; 

But every sense by hand unseen was bounds 
On every valiant heart was chillness shed. 
As to that wild had come a message from the dead* 

At leiigth to Scotland's Monarch rose his loolc^ 

On whom he beckoned with commanding mien^ 
With manner that deiiial would not brook, 

Then gliding forth he paused upop the green. 

What the mysterious messenger could mean 
No one would risk conjecture ; all were stilL 

In ocmverse close, the two were lingerii^ seen 
Across the lea, and down beside the rill. 
Then seem'd to vanish both in shadow of the hill< 
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And ne^er more wm aemi the rpyiil faoe 

By Athol forest or the links of Dee i 
O why should haughty worm of humiui race 

Presume to quesdon Heaven's sufiremacy I 

Or trow his Godf alike unmoved^ cm see 
To death tsspoud the monarch and the down I 

That dodght was doQe» by the snprane decree^ 
A deed that story scarce may dare to om^ ! 
By what uneaiihly hand* to «U mrnkpid ui^own i 

At mjdnighl^ irtxsange disturbing mindf^ $Wfi3f^ 
The drowsy slumberers on the tented hea^i. 

It was no blast» that on the mountain broke I 
Nor boUsed thunder wrapt in sable wrath I 
Yet wei)e they listening, with suspended breathy 

To hear the rushing tumult once agw ^ 
It seem'd to all the passing sounds of de^th^ 

Or angry spirits of the mountain reigOp 

Combined at midnight dec{> to clear their wild^omaip/ 
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S8. 
Six gallant yeomeQ ros^ ^q4f h^Pid to h^n^, 

Set forth the both/s wild recess to gam ; 
Despising fate^ aiui monareh'if /itiict coininw<}f 

That all should quiet at the tents rein^in ; 

Th^harbour'd fears that t^^gue could not expliun. 
Darkling and silent, midway on they pasi« 

When power, unseen their passage did restraipi ; 
Each onward step they deem'd would be their last. 
And backward traced their path, unboastfiil and agbai^t. 

39. 
The morning cai^^ in pall of sackcloth veil'd ;' 

The cli& of Dee a s^ble vestment bound ; 
Then every squire and yeonmo's spirit fail'dt 

As slow approached a maim'd and bleeding honnd. 

Sad herald (tf the dead ! his every wound 
Bespoke the desolation that was wrought ! — 

O ne'er may scene in Scottish glen be found 
With wonder, woe, and death so iully fraught I 
So £ur beyond the pale of bounded mortal thought ! 
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40. 
No knigbt walked forth to taste the morning ahv 

The bugle's echo slept within the hill I 
And— »0 the blasting truth !— no cot was there ! 

No ! not a vestige stood beside the rill ! 

Though trace of element^ or human skilly 
In all the &tal glen could not be found, 

The ghastly forms, in prostrate guise and still, 
Knight, page^ and hound, lay scattered far around. 
Deformed by many a stain, and deep unseemly wound. 

41. 
The King was sought by many an amdous eye ; — 

No King was there I — Well might the wonder grow ! 
They rode — they searched the land afar and nigh — 

He was not found, nor leam*d the tale of woe I— - 

Hast thou not mark'd a lonely spot and low, 
Where Moulin opes her bosom to the day. 

O'er which the willow we^ and birches blow. 
Where nine rude stones erect their frontlets gray ?-^ 
There the blasphemers lie, slain in mysterious way. 
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When nine long days were past^ and all was o'^ ; 

When round his nobles slain had closed the mouldy 
The King retum'd to Scotland's court once mor^ 

And wonder'd at the tale his huntsmen told : 

His speech revolted, and his blood ran cold. 
As low he kneel'd at good Saint Bothan's shrine. 

Where he had been no tongue did e'er unfold.— « 
List to my tale !— if thou can'st nought diving 
A slow misfashion'd mindy a moody soul is thine. 
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ARGUMENT. 

There cam a fiddler Here to pU^f 
And but he was gimp an* gay ; . 
He stow the lam^s heart amay^ 
An* made it a' his ain O, 

JPor weel he kend the way 0, the way 0, the way 0, 
Weel he kend the way 0^ the lassies love to gain 0. 
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1. 

1 HAT time there lived upon the banks of Tay 

A man of right ungainly courtesy; 
Yet he was atdent in his froward way^ 

And honest as a EUghlander may be* 

He was not man of rank, nor mean degree, 
And loved his spouse, and child, as such became; 

Yet oft would fret, and wrangle irefully, 
Fastening on them of every ill the blame. 
Nor list the loud defence of his unyielding dame. 
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2. 
She was unweeting, plump, and fiiir to see ; 

Dreadless of ills she ne'er before had seen ; 
Full of Mi&e joUiitient aftd boisterous g^ : 

Yet was her home not well bedight or clean ; 

For, like the most of all her sex, I ween^ 
Much she devised, but little did conclude; 

Much toil was Idst, as if it ne'er had been* 
Her tongue was fraught with matter wonderous crude, 
And, in her own defence^ most yoluble and loud* 

S. 
But O the lovely May,* their only childf 

Was sweeter than the flower that scents the g^le ! 
Her lightsome form, and look so soothing mild, 

The loftiest minstrel song would much arale ; 

And she was cheerfiil, forwardsome and hale ; 
And she could work the rich embroidery. 

Or with her maidens bear the milking pail ; 

Yet, dight at beltane reel, you could espy 

No kdy m die l&nd who With this May could vie. 

* A May, in old Scottish ballads and romances, denotes a youn^ 
lady, or a maiden somewhat above the lower dais. 
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4. 
And many a yojunker sigh'd her love to gain ; 

Her stqps were haunted i^ the bught and penn ; * 
But all their prayers and tows of love were yai^y 

Her choice was fix'd on Albert of the Glen : 

No yonth was he^ nor winsomest of ment 
For he was proud, and full of envy's gall ; 

But what wa3 lovelier to the damsel's k^n^ 
He had wide lands, and servants at his call ; 
Her sire was li^^eman bound, and held of him his alL 

5. 
The beauteous May, to parents* will resigned. 

Opposed not that which boded.nothing ill; 
It gave an ease and freedom to her mind. 

And wish, the anxious interval to kill; 

She listed wooer's tale with right goodwill ; 
And she would jest, and smiley and heave the sigh | 

Would tprture i^hinmg youth with widced skill. 
Turn on her heel, then (^ like lightning fly, 
J^eaving the hapless mght remAfbd forthwith to di^ 



i 



I 
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W. 
The Minstrel strained and twisted sore his fiiee 

Qeat with his hed, and twinkled with his eje 
But still, at every effort and grimace^ 

Louder and quicker rush'd the melody i 

The dancers round the floor in mazes fly» 
With cheering whoop> and wheel, and caper wild 

The jolly dame did well her mettle ply \ 
Even old Kincraigy, of his q>leen beguiled, - 
Tum'd his dark brow aside, soft^n^d his looks and smiled, 

11. 
When supper on the ashen board was set,. 

The Minstrel, all unask'd, jocosely came, 
Brought his old chair, and, without pause or let. 

Placed it betwixt the maid and forthri^t dame. 

They smiled, and asked his lineage and his name — • 
^Twas Mador of the Moor, a name renown'd I 

A kindred name with theirs, well known to fiune,-^ 
A high-bom name ! but old Kincraigy frown'd, 
Such impudence in man, he ween'<^ had not beeaibund. 
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12* 
The last red embers on the hearth were spr^^ 

But MadcHT still his antick tricks pursued ; 
The doors were closed, and all were bound to bed, 

When, spite of old Kincraig/s angry mood. 

The frantic hurlyburly was renewed : 
His tongue grew mute, his &ee o'erspread with gloom ; 

Wild uproar raged resistless, unsubdued; 
The younkcrs of the hamlet crowd the room. 
And Mador^^ viol squeaks^ with rough and raging boom 1 

IS. 
The dire misrule Kincra^ could not Inrook t 

He saw distinction lost, and order spum'd; 
And, much displeased that his offended look 

Was all unminded, high his anger bum'd* 

Upon the rocket Minstrel dark be turned. 
And ask'd to whom such strains he wont to play ?— > 

O ! he had played to nobles now inum*d i 
And he had play'd in countries far away^ 
And to the gallant King that o'er them held the sway f 
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14. 
^ Ay !" said Kmcnigjr, with indignant stowl^ 

Stroking his beard and writhing down bk brow; 
<< I've heard onr Monatch was an arrant fool ! 

I ween'd it so, bat knew it not till no^ I 

Bot 'tis enongh l-->hi8 dioice of sndi as you i-^ 
Great hjeaven f to man what inconsistence dings ! 

To meanest of the ispedes doom'd to bow ! 
Had I one day o*er all created things^ 
The world diould oncebedear^dof fiddlersand ofkings r 

15. 
'Twas a hilrd jest ; bot Mador langh'd it bye; 

Across the strings his careless fingers stray'dy 
Tin stamidi Kincraigy, widi mialter^d eye, 

Ask'd how, or where^ he leam'd the scraping trade? 

When those new jars ^ music came allayed ? 
And how it happ'd he in the line had thriven ? 

For sure, of M the fiddlers ever played. 
Never was bow by soch a novice driven, 
Never were human ears by such discordance riven. 
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16. 
Go tell the monareh of hw feelings cold ; 

Go teU the prince that he is lewd and vaio ; 
Go tell the wrinkled maid that she is old* 

The wretched miser of his ill-got gain ; 

But O ! in hnman kindness, spare the pain 
That consciaa# excellence abased must feel ! 

It proves to wounded pride the deadliest bane t 
The judgment it arraigns, and stamps the seal 
Of foot vith kuming brand, which blood alone can )ieal. 

17t 
The earliest winter hues of oI4 CairQ^Gornt, 

Schehallion when the clouds begin to lour. 
Even the wan £ice of heaven befiire the stomif 

Look'd ne'er so stem as Mador of the Moor* 

Most cutting sharp was his retort and sour. 
And in offensive guise his bow he drew. 

Kincraigy redden'd, stqpp'd across the floor, 
Lifted his sta£^ and back indignant flew 
To scathe the Minstrel's pate, and baste him black 
and blue* 
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IS. 
Had those to Mador known in royal haU, 

(For well I ween he was not 8trai^[er there,) 
Beheld him crouching 'gainst that smoky wally 

His precious violin heaved high in air, 

As gtiardian shield, the ireful blow to bear ; 
The blowzy dame holding with aU her might * 

An interceding maid so lovely fair ; 
Matron and peasant gaping with affright-— 
O 'ti^as a scene of life might charm an anchorite ! 

'Twas not the flustered dame's inept rebnk^ 
'Twas hot the cowering Minstrel's perilous stat<!^ 

'Twas beauteous Ila Moore's reproving look 
That quell'd her sire, and barr'd the work of fate : 
' With smile serene she led him to his seat, 

Sat by his knee, and bade the Minstrel play* 
No word was beard of anger or debate, 

80 much may woman's eye our passions sway ! 

When beauty gives ck>nunand, all mankind must obey I 
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The wearied peasants to their rest retire ; 

Kincnugy bows to sleep's resistless eall ; 
Bat the kind dame stirr'd up the sluggish fire^ 

And with the Minstrel long outsat them all ; 

He praised her much, her order, and her hall, — 
Her manners,' fiu* above her rank and place ! . 

Her daughter's beauteous form, so pomely taD ! 
The peerless charms of her bewitching face, 
So well befitting court, or noble's hall to grace.' 

21. 
Well may'st diou trust the chicken with the dam ; 

The eaglet in her parents' home sublime ; 
The yeaning ewe with the poor starveling lamb ; 

Nor is a son's default a mother's crime: 

But A fair only daughter in her primes 
O never trust to mother's wistful care ! 

The heart's too anxious of her darling^s time : 

Too well she loves — ^too well she is awate 

In what the mtiid delights, nor sees the lurking snare. 
1 
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2*. 
Aloft was firamed the Mimtrdi'ft Immble bed 

Of the green braken and the jieldiDg lieatby 
With coYerlet df dowlas o'er it^xwd;— 

Hiat too be lauded with obseqoions breath. 

But he was out» and in— above— beneath^ 
Unhinging doors^ and groping in the dark : 

The hamlet matrons dread unearthly scathe ; 
The maidens hide their head% the watch-dogs bark, 
And all was noise and fright till matin of the lark. 

Next day the wind from eastern oceans drove 
The drizzly seanrack up the Alhol phun^ 

And o'er the woodland and the welkin wore 
A moving mantle of the fleecy rain : 
The cottagers fr<mi labour still refiram ; 

Well by the lowly window could they spy 
The droplets from the thatch descend amain ; 

While round the hearth they closed with cheerful eye. 

Resolved^ on better days, with all their might to pljr. 
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Though many hints, to make the Mmitrel budge, 
Were by Kincnugy thrown, they were in yain : 

He ask'd him where that night he meant to lodge ? 
And when he purposed calling there again? — 
He could not stir !<-»^the hateful driving rain 

Would all hii valued tuneful chords undo. 

The dame reproached her husband^s surly strain, 

Welcomed the MinstreVs stay, and 'gan to show 

Her excell^ce in scxig, and skill in music too« 

25. 
Woe to the hapless wight, sel&doomM to see 

His measures warp'd by woman's weak controul I 
Woe to the man, whatever his wealth may be, 

Condemn'd to prore the eyerlasting growl. 

The fret, the plaint, the babble, and die scowl ! 
Yet such outnumber all the stars above ! 

When sponsal*d pairs run counter, soul to soul, 
O there's an end to all the sweets of love ! 
That rayoflieavenly bliss, whieh reason should improve. 
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26. 

The dance and sobg prerail'd till fell the night ; 
' The Minstrel's forward ease advanced apace ; 

He kiss'd their lovely May before their tight. 
Who. struggled, smiling, from the rude embrace^ 
And cali'd him-fiddler Mador to his fiuse. 

Loud laugh'd the danje, while old Kincraigy frown'd* 
Her fulsome levity, and flippant grace, 

Had oft inflicted on his soul the wound. 

But held at endless bay, redreap could not be found* 

27. 
All quietness and peace oar Minstrel spurns ; 
. Idle confusion through the hamlet rings; 
He teazes, flatters, and cajoles by turns. 

And to the winds all due distinction flings. 

From his rude gra^ the cottage matron springs, 
The giggliiig maids in darkSome corners hide; 

But still to Ila Moore he fondly clings. 
Seeming resolved, whatever might betide. 
To teaze or flatter her, and all reserve deride^ 
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28. 
Kext day, by nooo, tiie xnoimtain's misty shxoiid 

The bustling spirits of the air iipdrewi 
And 'gan to open in the boreal cloud ^ 

Their marbled nvindows of the sili^ry hue ; ' 

Ear ihnMigfa the bores appear'dthe' distant blue; 
Loud sung the mcrlupon the topmost spray; 

The harping bleeter, and the gray eurlew^ 
. Hig^ in. the air chanted incondite lay ; 
JUl heralding th' approachment of a beauteous <^y. 

. 29. 
The Minstrel to the forest turn'd his eye^ 

He seem'd regretful that the rain should stay ; 
He seem'd to vish die mist would lingering lye 

Still on the bosom of the moorland gray. 

The time was come he needs must wend his wayi 
His Sovereign's pleasure might bis presence claim. 

No one remained to row him o'er the Tay, 
Unless: the blooming May or cordial danxe. 
The Tay was broad and deep-— pray was the maid to 
blame? 
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SO. 
Wiertward Aey pwA by bank and greenwood sid^ 

A yaried scene it was of wooderous guise; 
^low them parting rivera smootbly glides 

And fiur abore their heads aspiring rise 

Qnj crested rodu, the ocdunmsaf the slde% 
While litde Imrfy dells lay hid between : 

It seemed a fidiy land I a paradise! 
Where erery ^loom that scents the woodland green 
Ppoi'd to He«ren its breast by homan eye i 



dl. 
Queen of the forest^ there the birch tree swung 

Her l%^t green locks aslaat the sonthexn breeze; 
Red berries of the brake around them hung; 

A thousand songsters waiUed on the trees : 

A seene it was befitting youdi to {dease. 
Too well it pleased, as revetend legends ssjy I 

Unmark'd the hour o'er lorers' head that flees ! 
'Twas bat one little miie l-^a sumner day ! 
And wh«i the sun weat4own they scarce had leach'd 
the Tay f 
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32. 
O read not, lovers!— sure yoa may not think 

That Ila Moore by minstrel airs was won I 
'Twas nature's cordial glow, the kindred link 

That all unweeting chains two hearts in one !-«- 

Then why should mankind ween the maid nndone. 
Though with her yonth she seek the woodland deep. 

Rest in a bower to view the parting sun. 
Lean on his breast, at tale of woe to weep^ 
Or sweetly^ on his arm, recline in mimic sleep ? 

sau 

O I have seei, and fondly blest th^ sight. 

The peerless diarms of maiden's gmlefiil freak 1 
Through ike dark l^-^lasfa peqi the orb sp bright; 

The wily features so demurely medi: ; 

The smile of love half dimpluig on the cheek ; 
The quaUng breast, that heaves the sigh withal ! 

The parting lips which more than language speak ! — 
Of fond delights, which memory can recaUy 
O beauty's feigned sle^ fiur, &r outdoes ik&a all ! 
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O'er such a sleep the enamour'd Minstrel hung. 
Stole one soft kiss» but still she sounder fell 1 

The half-form'd sentence died upon her tongue ; 
'Twas through her sleep she spokel-^Pray was it well. 
Molesting helpless nudden in the dell^ 

On sweet restoring slumber so intent ? 
Our Minstrel framed resolve I joy to tell ; 

'Twasy not to harm that beauteous innocent. 

For no delist, nor joy, that fimcy might preset* 

SB. 
When at the ferry, silent long iJiey stood, 

And eyed the red-beam on the pool that lay, 
Or baseless shadow ot the waving wood.—- . 

That lonely spot, upon ,the banks of Tay, 

Still bears the maiden's name^ and shall for aye. 
Warm was the parting sigh their bosoms drew 1 

For sure, the joys of that enchanting day» 
'Twas wordi4ui age of sorrow to renew! 
Then, glancing oft behind, they sped along the dar^ 
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,S6. 
Oft did Kincraigy^s wayward humour keep 
: The hamlet and the hall in teazing broil; 
But his reproaches never cut so deq) 
As wheni that eve, he ceased his rural toil: 
He leam'd the truth» and raised such grievouscoil 
That even the dame in rage gave up ddf^oe : 

The lovely cause of .all the wild turmoil 
Sat in a corner^ grieved for her ofience^ 
Offering no urgent plea^ nor any fiilse pretence. 

37. 
^^'h^ summer suns around the zenith glow, 

Nature is gaudy, frolicsome^ and boon ; 
But when September breezes cease to Mow, 

And twilight steals beneath the broaden'd moon, 

How^hanged the soeiK !— Ae yearns resplendent noon 
Is long gone past, and all is mildly still; 

Sedateness settles on the dale and doone; 
Wan is the floweret by the mountun riU^ 
And a pale boding look sits solemn on the hill* 
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S8. 
More changed thaB all the mieH of Ila Moore ! 

Scarce could you trow the sdf-same soul within: 
The buxom lass that loved the reirel houri 

That laugfa'd at all) and grieved for nought but sin^ 

Steab from her darling frolic, jest, and din. 
And sits alone beneath the &ding tree; 

Upon her bosom leans her dimpled chin ; 
Her moistened eye fix-d moveless on the lea. 
Or ^^egrant tiny jnoth that s(^oum'd on her knee. 

89. 
Her songs, that erst did scarcely maid become 

So framed they were of blandishment and jest, 
Were changed into a soft immeaning hum, 

A sickly melody, yet unexpress'd. 

At tale of pity throbb'd her ardent breast; 
The tear was leady for mishap or joy ! 

And well she loved in evening grove to rest. 
To tender Heaven her vow without annoy. 
Indulging secret thought^a thoqght that did not cloy. 
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40. 
The dame percdved the maiden's altered mood ; 

A dame of keen distingoishment was she ! 
And O her measures were most wond'rous shrewd ! 

And deq>ly schemed^ as woman's needs must be^ 

Though an the world with little toil could see 
Her latent purposes from first to last 

An ancient Friar, who shrived the ^mily, 
She call'd into heir chamber— barr'd it fast, 
That listener might not hear th' important words that 
past 

4U 
<* Father, you mark'd the gallant Minstrel youth 

Who lately to the forest past this way ; 
I ween, he proffer made tof hand and troth 

To our own child, and hardly would take nay. 

Put on thy humble cowl and frock of gray; 
Thy order and array thy warrant be ; 

And watch the royal tent at dose of day. 
It stands in glen, below the wells of Dee, 
Note all entreatment there^ and bring the truth to me. 
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4S. 
<< Young Mador of the Moor» thou know'st him well; 

Mark diou what imnk he holds, and made ar^ht: 
if with the squires (ht vulgar gfocnns he dwellf 

If in the outer tent he deeps bgr nighl^ 

Regard him not, nor wait the xnomii^ light; 
But if with royalty 4>r knighlhood set. 

Beckon him fcM-th, in seeming serious {dJ^t^ 
And say, what most will his impatiienoe whet. 
That for his sake some cheeks are erer, ever wet P 

45. 
Next mom, while yet the eastern mountains threw 

Thdr giant shadows o'er the slumbering dal^ 
Their darkened verges tronbliiig on the d^w 

In rosy wreath, so lovely and so|>al^ 

The warp'd and slendar rainbow o£ the vale ! 
Ere beauteous Ila's fix>t had prest the floor. 

Or her fair cheek had kiss'd the morning gal% 
A lively rap came to Kincraigy's door^^ 
There stood the active Friar, and Mador of the Moor! 
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Well knew the dame diis speed betoken'd good ! 

But wbeii die leam'd that Mador consort held 
With majesty and knights of noblest blood, 

One of the select number in the field, 

Her courtesy no Uandisfament withheld^ 
Faii^ Ila trembled like the aspin bonghy 

She dreaded passions gmdelessly impell'd-^ 
'Twas what of att the world she wish'd ; yet now 
A weight her heart oppressed, she felt she wist not how 1 

45. 

Kincraigy growl'd like hunted wolf at bay. 
And m his fieUs firom outrage sought rdief ; 

No buruing ftend^ whom convent wights gainsay. 
No ruthksB abbey reave, nor ISUmoch thiei^ 
Did ever work him such chagrin and grief 

As did the Minstrdf s smooth obtrusive face- 
Albert of Okn, his kind but haughty chief, 

He saw exposed ta infamour disgrace^ 

HSmself io loss of namc^ of honoitr, and of place I 
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His rage avail'd not— each reflectiye hint 
Was treated by his knowing dame with scorn, 

Whose every word, and every action, went 
To show him his discernment was forloin* 
He knew no more of life than babe unborn ! 

'Twas well some eould distinguish who was who 1 
Kincnugy's years were cumbered and outworn 

In manful strife his mastery to show, 

Though forced on every point his privilege to forego. 

The Minstrel's table was with viands spread. 

His cup was fill'd though all the rest were,dry; 
Not on the floor was made the Minstrel's bed. 

He got the best Slincraigy could supply ; 

While every day the former did outvie 
In idle frolic round Kincraigy's hall : 

His frugal meal is changed to luxury; 
His oxen low unnoted in the stall ; 
Loud revelry pervades, and lords it over all. 
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The blooming May, from fais first fond embmcey 
Shnmk pale and sullen^ as from insult high ; 

A nameless dread was settled on her &ce ; 
She fear'd the Minstrel^ yet she knew not why* 
That previous nighty when closed was every eye^ 

O she had dream'd of grievous scenes to be I 
And she had heard a little jdaindve cry ! 

And she had sung beneath the willow tree^ 

And seen a rueful sights unfitting maid to see ! 

49S. 
But when he told her of his fix'd resolve^ 

That) should they not in wedlock ties be bound» 
He never would that loving breast involve 

In rankling crime» nor pierce it with a wound^ — 

It was so generous ! she no longer frown'd. 
But sighing simk upon his manly breast. 

Sweet tender sex ! with snares encompassed round I 
On others hang thy comforts and thy rest I 
Child of dependence borui and fidlings unconfest ! 



72 MADOR OF THE MOOB. Cahto U. 

50. 
At eve, they lean'd upon the flowery swardt 

On fairy mound that overlooks the Tay ; 
And in the greenwood bowers of sweet Kinnaird 

They sought a refuge from the noontide ray : 

In bowers that scarce received the light of day, 
Far^ far bdow a rock's stupendous pil^ 

In raptures of the purest love th<^ lay^ 
While tender tale would intervals beguUe-— 
Woe to the venal Friar» won to religious wile I 

51. 
If pure and fhll terrestrial bliss may be^ 

And human imperfection that enjoy^ 
Those twain) beneath the deep embowering tree, 

Bathed in that perfect bliss without alloy* 

But passion's flame will passion's self destroy^ 
Such imperfections round our nature lour; 

No bliss is ours, that others mayn't annoy* 
So happ'd it to Kincrdgy's beauteous flower. 
And eke her gay gallant^ young Mador of the Moor. 
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53. 
Albert of Qlen^ o'er his betrothed bride. 

Kept jealous eye, and oft unnoted came ; 
He saw the Minstrel ever by her side. 

And how his presence flushed the bustling dame. 

Enraged at such a fond ungrateful flame. 
One eve he caught them lock'd in fond embrace ; 

And,f bent his amorous rival's pride to tame, 
Began with sandal'd foot, and heavy mace, 
To work the Minstrel woe, and very deep disgrace. 

534 
Few and unpolish'd were the words that past ; 

Hard was Ihe straggle and infuriate grai^ I 
But Mador of the Moor, o'erbome at last. 

Beneath his rival's frame began to gasp ; 

Mis slender nape was lock'd in keyless hasp : 
A maid's ekertion saved him as before : 

Her willing fingers made the hands unclasp 
That soon had still'd the struggling Minstrel's core^^ 
He ne'er had flattcr'd dame, nor courted maiden more. 
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The swords were drawn, but neither jeer nor threat 

Could drire the fearless maiden from between ; 
Again her firmness quell'd the dire debate 

And drove the ruflSan from their bower of greai. 

But grim and resolute revenge was se&i 
In his dark eye as- furious he withdrew ; 

And Mador of the Moor, lus life to screen. 
Escaped by night, through shades of murky hue: 
The maiden deem'd it meet, for Albert well she knew^ 

And well it proved for him ! — At woman's schemes 
And deep-laid policy the jeer is due ; 

But for resource and courage in extremes. 
For prompt expedient, and a£fection true. 
Distrust her not — ev'n though her means are few, 

She will defeat the utmost powers of man ; 
In strait, she never yet distinction drew 

'Twixt right and wrong, nor squeamishly began 

To calculate, or weigh, save how to gain her plan* 



Canto II. thb MINSTREL. 75 

66. 
* Albert of Glen^ with twenty warriours came^ 

Beset Kincraigy's hall, and searched it through ; 
Like the chafed ocean storm'd the fluster'd dame. 

Of Mador's hasty flight she did not know. 

Kincraigy hoped they would the wight undo ; 
In his malicious grin was joyance seen* 

Albert is baulk'd of sweet revenge, and now 
Blazes outright a chieilain's smother'd spleen ; 
And Mador's lost and gone, as if he ne'er had been* 



MADOR OF THE MOOR. 

CANTO THIRD. 



Cge Cottage^ 



ARGUMENT. 

walyy waly^ hut hoe be bonny^ 
A little while when it is new ! 

But when *ti$ old it waxes coldf 
Aif fades away like mormng dew* 

But had I wist btfore I kisid. 
That hve had been sae ill to win^ 

1 had locked my heart in a case o* goudf 
AfC pinn*d it wV a siller pin. 



MADOR O^ THE MOOR 



CANTO THIRD. 



Cj^e Cdttage. 



1. 

W^HAT art thou, Love? or who may thee define? 
Where lies thy bourn of pleasure or of pain ? 
No sceptre, graved by Reason's hand, is thine, 

Child of the moisten'd eye and burning brain. 

Of glowing ftncy, and the fervid vein. 
That soft on bed of roses loves to rest. 

And crop the flower where lurks the deadly bane! 
O many a thorn those dear delights invest, 
Child of the rosy cheek, and heaving snow-white breast I 
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2. 
Thou art the genial balm of virtuous youth, 

And point'st where Honour waves her wreath on high ; 
like the sweet breeze that wanders firom the soutb^ 

Thou breath'st upon the soul, where embryos lie 

Of new delights, the treasures of the sky I 
Who knows thy trembling watch. in bower of evai, 

Thy earliest grateftil tear, and melting sigh ? 
O never was to yearning mortal given 
So dear delights as thine, thou habitant of heaven ! 

3. 
Woe that thy regal sway, so framed to please 

Should ever from usurper meet controul I 
That ever shrivelled wealth, or gray disease. 

Should mar the grateful concord of the soul ! 

That bloated sediment of crazing bowl 
Should crop thy bloas<mis which untatted die I 

Or that the blistering phrase of babbler foul 
Should e'er profane thy altars, framed to lie 
VdPd from all heaven and earth, save ijilent Fancy's eye ! 

8 
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4. 

O I will worship even before thy bust, 

When my dimm'd eye no more thy smile cim see ! 
While this dese^^ted bosom beats, it must 

Still beat in unison with hope and thee 1 

For I have wqpt o'er perish'd ecstasy. 
And o'er the fiiUx)f beauty's early prime ! 

But I win dream of new delights to b^ 
When moon and stairs have ceased their range sublime^ 
And angels rung the knell of all-consuming Time 1 

.5. 
Then speed, thou great coeval of the sim; 

Thy world with flowers and snows alternate sow 
Xiong has thy whelming tide resistless run, 

And swell'd the seas of wickedness and woe I 

While mo<ms shall wane^ and mundane oceans flow, 
To count the hours of thy dominion o'er. 

The dyes of human guilt shall deqier grow, 
And millions sink to see thy reign no more ! 
Hasten haste thy guilty course to yon eternal shore ! 
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6. 
Cease, thou wild Muse, tby vague unbodied lay 

What boots these wanderings fix>m thy onward tale? 
I know th^ well i when once thou fliest astray^ 

To lure thee back no soothing can avaiL 

Thou lovest amid the burning stars to sail^ 
Or sing with sea-maids down the coral deep ; 

The groves of visionary worlds to hail. 
In moonlight dells thy fairy rites to keej^ 
Or through the wilderness on booming pinion sweep. 

7. 
Wilt thou tiot stoop, where beauty sits forlorn. 

Trembling at symptoms of approaching woe ? 
Where Idvely Ua, by the aged thorn. 

Notes what she scarce dare trust her heart to know ? 

Mark how her cheek's new roses come and go — 
Has Mador dared his virtuous vow to break ? 

It cannot be I— we may not deem it so ! 
Spare the ungrateful thought, lor mercy's sake I 
Alas ! man still is man— And woman I — ^ah ! how weak I 

n 
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8. 
Why do the maidens of the strath rgoice^ 

And lilt with meaning gesture on the loan ? 
Why do th^ smirky and talk with giggHng voice 
^ Of laces, and of stays ; and thereupon 

Hang many a fruitful jest? — ^Ah ! is there^none 
The truth to pledge^ and prove the nuptial vow ? 
. Alas! the Friar chq {nlgrimage is gone; 
Mador is lost^— none else the secret knew. 
And all is deem*d prete^Lt assumptive and untrue. 

9. 
Slander prevails ! to iv cwian's longing mind 

Sweet as ihe April blossom to the bee; 
Her meal that never paQs, but leaves behind 

An appetite still yearning fisod to see: 
. Kincra^y^s dame of perspicacity 
Sees nought at all amiss^ but flounces on ; 

Hdr brawling humour idiows increased to be ; 

Much does she speak, in loud and grumbling tone, 

. Nor time takes to reflect, nor even a prayer to con. 
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10. 
The injtired Albert timely sent oominand 

That pierced Kincraigy to the inmost soul, 
To drive his worthless daughter from the land^ 

Or forthwith yield, of goods and gear, the whole. 

Alternative severe !— -no tale of dole 
The chief wouki hear, on full revenge inteiit* 

The good sagacious dame^ in murmuring growl^ 
Proposed to drive her forth incontin«it, 
For she deserved it all, and Albert might rdeaoL 

11. 
^< She is to blame^" Kincraigy made reply, 

<< And may deserve so hard a guerdon wdl; 
But so dost thou, and haply I may tiy 

That last expedient with a shrew so fell ; 

But when I do, no man shall me compel: 
For thy own good, to poverty I yield ; 

My child is still my own, and shall not tdl 
At Heaven's high bar, that I, her only shield. 
For blame that was not hers^ expelled her to tbe 6dd^ 
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Kincraigy leaves his ancient home with tears> 

And sits in lowly cot without a name; 
No angry word from him his daughter hears^ 

But Oh 1 how pined the much-degraded dame ! 

Plaint followed plaintf and blame was eked to blame. 
Her muster-roll of grievances how long I 

She mentions not her darling Minstrel's fame^ 
His spotless honour^ nor affection strong, 
But to her weeping child imputes each grievous wrong. 

15. 
Concealed within the cot's sequestered nook|> 

Wh^re fire had never beam'd the gloom to cheer, 
Young Ua Moore is doom'd her woes to brook, 

And every query's answer'd by a tear. 

What mean those tiny robes, conoeal'd with fear? 
These clothes, dear Maid, are all unmeet for thee t 

Are all unfitting human thing to wear, 
Save noble infimt on his nurse's knee, . 
Yet them thou^dost survey, and weep when none can see. 
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O Maiden of tbe bright and meldng eye^ 

Of the soft yelyet chedc and balmy breathy 
Whose lips ihe coral's deepest tints ontrie^ 

Thy bosom fiiirer than the winter wreath ! 

Before thou yield'st those lips of nmple fiutb. 
Or givest that heaving breast to love's caress, 

O. look beyond ! — ^the sweet luxuriant path 
May lead thee into lab'rinth of distress I 
Tbisk of this comely May, n<Nr deem thy dangar less. 

15. 
Blame not the bard, who yearns thy peace to save^ 

Who fain would see thy virtuous worth eaccel 
Thy beauty, and thy purity engrave 

Where time may scarce the lines of life cancel. 

Deem not he on thy foibles lists to dwdl. 
Thy faOings, or the dangers thee belay; 

'Tis all to caution thee, and warn thed well. 
Wipe but thy little stains of love away, 
And thou art goodness all, and pure as bloom of May. 
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16. 
To give thy secret ear to lover's tale^ 

Or csit approving glance, is kindly done ; 
But, ere thy soul the darling sweets inhale^ 

Mark out the bourn— ^nor farther be thou won. 

Eventful is the sequel, onc^ b^un^ 
^ And all delusive sweets that onward li,e. 

Think of the inmost nook of cottage lone^ 
Of the blench'd cheek, the blear'd and swimming eye^ 
And how 'twill thee become, th' unsainted lullaby \ 

17. 
'Tis done ! and Shame his masterpiece hath wrought ! 

Why should the laws of God and man combine 
To sear the heart with keenest sorirows fraught, 

And every blush ax^d every tear enshrine 

In brazen tomb of punishment malign? 
The gpntle sufferer beacon stands to scorn I 

Kincraigy's dame is sunk in woes condign 1 
A helpless minstrel to her house is born ! 
A grandson^ hale and fair, and comely as the mom. 
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18. 
Poor child of shame ! thy fortune to divine 

Would conjure up the scenes of future pain ! 
No fether's house^ nor shielding arm is thine I 

No banquet hails thee, stranger of disdain ! 

A lowly shelter from the wind and rain 
Hides thy young weetless headf unwelcome guest ! 

And thy unholy firame must long remain 
Unhousell'di and by churchman's tongue unUest I 
Yet peaceful is thy sleep, cradled on guileless breast! 

19. 

r 

Hard works Kincraigy mid his woodland reign, 
And boasts his earnings to his fluster'd dame ; 

Seem'd as unknowing the event of pain, 
Nor once by him is pamed his daughter's name, 
Till ardent matron of the hamlet came. 

And brought the child abrupt his eye before* 
He saw the guiltless his protection claim. 

With little arms outstretched seem'd to implore— 

He kiss'd the babe and wq)t, then hasted to the door. 
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But O Eiocraigy's dame is warp'd in dread I 
The days of Heaven's forbearance are outgonei 

And round th' unchristen'd babe's unholy bed 
No guardian spirits watch at midnight lone I 
Well to malignant elves the same wa& known-- 

There slept the babc^ to them an easy prey* 
O ! every nightly buasz or distant moan 

Drove tHe poor dame's unrooted wits away ! 

Her terror 'twas by nighty her tliought and prayer by 
day. 

21. 
Still wax'd her dread, for ah ! too well she knew 

Her floor, o'emight, had frames unearthly borne ! 
Around her cot the giggling fairies flew, 

And all arrangement alter'd ere the mom I 

At eve, the candle of its beams was shorn, 
While a blue halo round the flame would play; 

And she could hear the fairies' fitful horn 
Ring in her ears an eldrich roundelay, 
When every eye was shut, and her's all wakeful lay. 
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And many a private mark the infant bore^ 

Sunre/d each mora with dread which none can tell. 

Lest the real child was borne to downward shor^ 
And in his stead, and form, by fairy spell^ 
Some firoward elfin child, def brm'd and fell 1 

O how her troubled breast with horror shook. 
Lest thing from confines of the lower hell 

Might sit upon her knee and on her look ! 

'Twas more than her weak mind and fiiding form oooM 
brook. 

28. 
Sweet Ila Moore had borne the world's revile 

With meekness, and with warm repentant tears ; 
At church^anathemas she well could smile» 

And silent oft of faithless man she hears. 

But now a kind misjudging parent's fears 
Opprest her heart — her father too would sigh 

O'er the unrighteous babe, whose early years 
Excluded were from saints' society ! 
Disown'd by God and man, an heathen he might die ! 
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Forthwith she tried a letter to indite^ 

To rouse the faithless Mador's dormant flame: 
Her soul was rack'd with feelings opposite ; 

She found no words proportion'd to his blame. 

At memory's page her blushes went and came; 
And aye she stoop'd and. o'er the dradle hung. 

Called her loved iufiuot by his fitiier's name^ 
Then framed a little lay, and thiis«he sung — 
<< Thy fiither's fiur away, thy mother all too yoimg I 

25. 
<< Be stilly my babe I be still I—the die is cast ! 

Beyond thy weal no joy remains for me ! 
Thy mother's spring was clouded and o'erpast 

ErewhUe the blossom open'd on the tree I * 

But I will nurse thee kindly on my knee. 
In spite of every taunt and jeering tongue ; 

O thy sweet eye will melt my wrongs to see ! 
And thy kind little heart with grief be wrung ! 
Thy father's far away, thy mother all too young I 
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26. 
^ If haggard poverty should overtake^ 

And threat our onward journey to forelay, 
For thee m pull the berries of the brake^ 

Wake half the night, and toil the live-long day; 

And when proud manhood o*er thy brow shall play. 
For me thy bow in forest shall be strung* 

The memory of my errors shall decay, 
And of the song of shame I oft have sung, 
Of fitther fiir away, and mother all too young ! 

27. 
<< But O ! when mellow'd lustre gilds thine eye^ 

And love's soft passion thrills thy youthftd frame^ 
Let this memorial bear thy mind on high 

Above the guilty and regretful flame^ 

The mildew of the soul, the mark of shame ! 
Think of the fruit before the bloom that sprung I 

When in the twilight bower with beauteous dame, 
Let this unbreathed lay hang on thy tongue^- 
Tby father's far away, thy mother all too young !" 
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28. 
When days and nights a stained scroll had seen 

Beneath young Ila Moore's betrothed eye; 
When many a tear had dropt the lines between^ 

When dim the page with many a burning sigh^ 

A boy is charged to Scotland's court to hie 
The pledge to bear, nor leave the Minstrel's door 

Till answer came.— Alas I nor low, nor high, 
Porter nor groom, nor warder of the tower, 
Had ever heard the name of Mador of the Moor* 
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CANTO FOURTH. 



%tt palnut* 



ARGUMENT. 

Did ye never hear d the puir auld tnan^ 
That doughtna Uve^ and ccudna die f 

Wha tpak to the ^iritt a* night Umg^ 
Ai^ taw the things we coudna tee^ 

Aii raited the haimi/tt out o' the graiob f- 
Ohut a waetome tight wot he/ 
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CANTO FOURTH* 



^ftt fdaltmrt 



1. 

1 HERi: h It boundeld sphere, where human grief 

May all the energies of mind benumb ; 
'Twixt purpose and regret, it seeks relief 

In unariuling plaint, or musings dumb ; 

But to o'erwhelming height when mounts the suip, 
Oft, to itself siiperior^ mind hath shone. 

That broken reed, Dependence, overcome^ 
Where dweUs the might that may the soul unthrond^ 
Whose proud resolre is moored on its own powers alone? 
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2. 
*Why is young Ila dight in robes so gay^ 

Her hue more lovely than the gold refined ? 
Why bears she to the southern vale^ away. 

And leaves the woody banks of Tay behind. 

Her beauteous boy well wrapt from sun and wind 
In mantle spangled like the heath in flower? — 

Ah I she is gone her wandering love to find. 
In court or camp, in hallior lady's bower, 
Resolved tQ die, or find young Mador of the Moor. 

3. 
Had she not cause to weep her piteous plight ? 

In the wide world unfi'iended thus to be ! 
A babe, unwean'd, companion of her flight !•— 

She did not weep; her spirits bounded £ree^ 

And, all indignant that her injury 
Moved no congenial feeling on hier side^ 

With robe of green, upfolded to her knee^ 
And li^t unsandall'd foot, o'er wastes so wide 
She joumey'd £u:.away« with Heaven alone to guide. 
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4. 
She had not trarersed far the woods of Brant 

Nor of her native hills had lost the view, 
Where oft, ^n maidhoed's lightsome fi^ot, she ran, 

PilTring the rock-rose and the harebell blue, « 

Or moorland berries bathed in autumn dew, 
When, startled, she beheld a Palmer gray 

Rise from beneath a lonely ronkled yew. 
Where he had prostrate lain since dawn of day, 
Who proffer'd her his hand, companion of her way. 

5/ 
He seem'd familiar with her wrongs and aim I 

Full oft she yiew'd his fiice, if she might see 
Some feature there that might acquaintance claim — :. 

It wore the mysteries of eternity I 

That &ce. was mild as face of age could be^ 
Yet something there 'twas dread 'to look upon ! 

A mien between profound and vacancy, 
Bewraying thought to. mortal, man, unknown^ 
Or soul abstract from sense,, with feelings sjl its. own* 
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6. 
She manrell^d much to betry fts on dicy went^ 

His hearenly codTerete and his sage repfiei ; 
But marl'd him oft regard wkh fond intent 

Things all ihvisible to mortal eyes. 

The ligfat-wing'd winds, thatflannted thrcf the fikie% 
Spoke in small Toices, like the Elfin's tongue; 

From welling fountains harmonies would ris^ 
Like song of lark high in the rainbow hung ; 
Seem'd as if distant hymns of other worlds they mmg. 

7- 
In pleasing dread she sojoum'd by his sid^ 

Nor durst she his companionship forego ; 
But either fear her faculties belied. 

Else speech was ^iqper^4 from the earth below. 

And elemental converse round did flow : 
The stranger ismswer'd oft in viLried tone; 

Then he would smile, lind chide she knew not who I 
Seem'd ad td him eai;h hei'ald doud was known^ 
That crept along the hill, or sail'd tfaie st^o^ 2one. 
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<^ Give me thy dbild, fair dame^" he psid^ ahd smilecl, 

Ciasping his arms arqund die comely boy, \ 

<* Give me tl^e child, thy youth is sorely toil'd, I 

And. I will bear him half the way with joy/* . 

She loosed her hold, unwilling to seem, coy : | 

Scarce was the timid act of sufferance don^ 

Ere wild ideas wrought her sore annoy» 
That Elfin King th' unchristep'd babe had waa : 
Deep in her heart she pra3^4 that God would save her 

son ! t 

She look'd each moment when the old man's form \ I 

'Would change to something of uneardily guise; 
She looked each moment when the thiiuder-storm 
Would roll in folded sulphur from the skies» 
Ailid snatch them from her terror^larken'd eyes ! 
She followVl nigh, enfeebled with affiright, 
And daw her boy, in xoguish playful wise^ 
^ Pulling the old man's beard with all his might, — 
The change to him wasfraughtwith newand high delight* 



V 

\ 
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••: : ^: : : :\ " 10. 
Her heart was quieted, but ill at rest. 

And gare unwonted thoughts a teosning birth 
Of this most rererend and mysterious guest, 

Wha scarcely seem'd an habitant of earth. 

The day was wearing late^ no friendly hearth 
Was nigh, where conrerse might the time betray; 

The storm was hanging <» the mountain swartfa 
Condense and gloomy, threatening sore dismay 
To wanderer of the hiUs^ on rough and pathless way. 

11. 
A diurksome shielings westward on the waste, 

Stood Hke a lonely hermit of the glen ; 
A small green sward its bastion'd walls embraced, 

Kything right dmply sweet to human ken : 

On tiny path, unmark'd by steps of men. 
To that they tum'd, in hopes of welcome meet; 

'Twas only then the grovelling badger's- den^ 
Damp was its floor, untrode by human feet, 
And cold, cold lay the hearth, undieer'd by kindly heat ! 
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12. 
The marten^ from his vault beneafth the wall, 

Peep'd forth with fiend-4ike eye and fetid breath; 
They heard ithe young brock's whining hunger-call^. 
' And the grim pole-caf s grinding Toice beneath. 

The merlin, from his rafter'd home, in wrath. 
Flitted with. flapping wing and erdlich scream; 

No downward sepulchre, nor vault of death, 
Did ever deed of horror more beseem ; 
'Twas like some rueful cave seen in perturbed dream* 

The silorm was cm, and darkening still behind ; 

Alternate rush'd the rain and rattling hail ; 
In deepened breathings sigh'd the cumber'd wind ; 

Play'd the swift gleam along the boreal-pale, 

While distant thunder murmur'd o'er the gale^; 
Far up th' incumbent cloud its voice began. 

Then, like resistless angel, bound to scale 
The southern heaven, along the void it ran. 
Booming, in wrathful lone, vengeance on sinful mail. 



\ 
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14. 
It was ft dismal and portentous hour: 

A mute astonrnhment and toipid dread 
Had settled on the soul of Ha Moore; 

In whiqier'dprayarsy of Heaven she soi^tremede; 

For ivdl die knew, that He^ who ddgn'd to feed 
The plumeless sea-bird on the stormy main^ 

The rayeni and the ospre/s orphan breed. 
To save an injured heart would not disdain. 
Nor leave the souls he made to sorrow and to pain. 

15. 
Nigh and more nigh theroUing thimder came^ 

Muffled in moving paU of midnight hue ; 
Fiercer and fiercer burst the flakes of flame 

From out the forge of Heaven in burning blfie* 

They fspUt the yawning doud, and downward flew. 
Before their wrath the solid hill was riven; 

Some in the lake their fieiy heads imbrue, 
Its startled waters to the sky wesre driven. 
Belching as if it moek'd the angry coil <^ Heaven. 
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IS. 
O ye^ who moek ml^on's faded sway. 

And flout the qtiiad that bows to Heaven V decree^ 
Think of th^ fortitude of that &ir May, 

Her simple youth, in sadi a place to be, 

In sadi a night, and in such company,-^ 
With guest she ween'd not man of woman born, 

A babe nnUest ixpon her y outhfiil knee I 
Had she not cause to deem her case forlorn ? 
No ! Trusting to her God, she calmly waited mom* 

The Palmer did no sign of fear bewray, 
But raised a fire with well-^uscustom'd hand. 

Smiled at the thunder's break and startling bfray, 
The chilly hailnshower and the whizzing brandy 
In wild turmoil that ycdlied o'^ the land« 

Then he would mutter prayer, or rite of sin ; 
Then prattle to the child m language bland; 

While the fond mother groan'd in heart within, 

Lest at the turn of night the fiends her babe might win. 
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18. 
The Palmer, for kis helpless partners, made 

A bed of flowery heath asad rushes green; 
Then o'er the twain his mantle kindly spread, . 

And bade them sleep secure, though lodged so mean; 

For near that lowly couch, by them unseoif 
There stood a form, fiuniliar to his eye^ 

Whose look was mark'd with dignity serene^ 
To ward the freakish fiiys that lingered nigh. 
Who seemM on evil bentp— he saw not, knew not why. 

The Palmer wateh'd beside the hissing flame, 
The mother clasp'd her child in silence deep ; 

That speech of mystery thrill'd her ardent frame. 
For why ?*-she knew the fays their wake did keep 
To rea^e her child if she should yield to sleep I 

No sleep she knew^f woman's word is ai^ht — 
But, venturing o'er her coverlet to peep. 

Whether through glamour or bewilder'd thought, 

She there beheld a scene with awful wonder fraught 
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i 

From ereiy crevice of the wall there- lobk'd 

Small elvish faces of malignity I 
And O I their gleaming eyes could ill be brook'd ! 

All bent upon the babe that slumber'd by ! 

Ready they seem'd tipon their prey to fly, 
And oft they sprung, or stole with wary tread ; 

But o'er the coudi a form of miijesty 
Stood all s^encf whose eye the spirits fled, / 
Wiring the golden wand she waved around the bed* 

21. 
The Palmer saw-^nd, as the damsel thought, 

Joy'd that th* assailing spirits were outdone : 
Still wax'd tl^eir number, still th^ fiercer fought* 

Till the last lingering sand of night was«jran, 

Till the red star the gate of Heaven had won. 
And woke the dreaming eagle's lordly bay, 

And heath-cock's larum on the moorland dun i 
Then did they.shrink, and vanish from the fray, 
Far from the eye of Mom, on downward paths away. 
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Spent was the night, and the old rererend sire 
Had never closed bis eyes, but watch'd and wq)ty 

Mattering low vei^rs o'er bis fteUe fire^ 
Or, all intent, a watchful silence kept 
Now o'er his silver beard the round tear drqjp'd. 

Aside his cowl with harried hand he flange 
Wiped his bi^^ brow, and cheek with sorrowsteep'4| 

Then, with an uppast eye and tremulous too^e. 

Unto the God of Life this matin hymn he sung. 



Lauded be thy name for erer, • 
Thou, of tife the guard and giver ! 
Thou canst guard thy creatures sleeping^ 
Heal the heart long broke with weq>ing, 
Rule the ouphes and elves at will 
That vex the air or haunt the hill, 
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And all the fury subject kbep 
Of boiling cloud and diafed deep ! 
I have seen» and well I know it i 
Thou hast dG^e» mi Thou wilt do it ! 
God of stillness and of motion I 
Of the rainbow and the otfean I 
Of the mountain, rodk, acid river I 
Blessed be Tb^ name for erer I 

I have seen Thy wond'rous might 
Through the shadows of this night ! 
Thou, who slumbet'st not, nor sleepest ! 
Blest are they Thou kindly keepest ! 
Spirits, from the ocean under. 
Liquid flame, and levell'd thunder^ 
Need not waken nor alarm them— 
All combined they cannot harm than* 
God of eVening^s yellow ray ; 
God of yonder dalnung day^ 
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• • 

That rises from the distant sea 
Like breathings of etemi^! 
Thine the flaming sphere of light \ 
Thine the darkness of the night I 
Thine are all the gtems of even, 
God of angels ! Ood of heaven I 
God of life^ that fade shall never ! 
Glory to Thy name forever I 



23. 
That little song of rapt devotion fell 

Upon a feeling heart, to nature true. 
So soothing sweet, *twas like the' distant swell 

Of seraph hymn along the vales of blue, 

When first they ope to sainted spirit's view, 
That through the wilds of ^ace hath journey'd iar, 

Hoping, yet trembling as he onward flew. 
Lest God the emerald gates of Heaven might bar, 
Till re^ts the joyous shade on some sweet peaceful star, 
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Till then she knew Qot that the wonderons sage 

Wa J conversant with Heaven, or fiends of hell ; 
Till then she knew not that his reverend age 

Cared of th' Almighty or his love to tell. 

Sweet and lintroubled as the dews that fell 
Her morning slumbers were — the Palmer lay 

Stretch'd on the unyielding stone«accu8tom'd well 
To penance dire, and spirits' wild deray : 
There slept they all in peace tUl high uprose the day. 

25. 
They joumey'd on by Almond's silver stream, 

That wimpled down a green untrodden wild ; 
By turns their hapless stories were the theme, 

And aye the listener bore the pleased child. 

The attentive sage nor chided nor reviled, 
When simple tale of maiden love she said ; 

Meek his reproof and flow'd in words so mild. 
It tended much her constaqcy to aid. 
And cheer her guileless heart from truth that never, 
strayed. 
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26. 
<< Fair dame," he said, << thou may'sthaTe done amifls; 

And thoa art brought to poverty and woe i 
What now remainsy but quietly to kiss 

The lash dtiat hangs o'er yirtue's overthrow? 

Be virtue still thy meed, diy trust, and know 
It thee befits from murmur to refrain. 

No plaint of thy just wounds be heard to flow^ 
The hand that gave will bind them up again. 
list my distracting tale^ and blame thy fortune then ! 

27. 
<< I was the lord of Stormoufs fertile bound, 

Of Isla's vale, and Eroch's woodland glade» 
I loved— I sigh'd— my warmest hopes were crowtfd**- 

O deed of shame ! I vow'd and I betrayed i 

The proud Matilda,- now no longer maid, 
Disdain'd my base unfaithfid heart to move ; 

She knew not to solicit, nor upbraid ; 
But did a deed, the last of kwless love ! 
Ah i it hath sear'd my soul, that peace no more shall 
prove I 
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<< I knew not all^ yet niarvell'd nmch to &ee 
That scfurce a circling year faa&l rdll'd iaway, 

Ere she app^r^d the gayest maid ta be 
That graced the haU^ or gamboFd at the play* 
With Methven's lord was fix'd her bridal day : 

Proud c£ her trimaph^ I — the chiefest guest — 
Led her to chnrch-^Ah I never such, array 

Did woman's form of vanity invest I 

Bright as the orient ray, or streamer of die west 

^^ Scarce had ire st4>p'dt the foremost of the train^ 

Within tlie church-yard's low and crumbling wall^ 
When^ sweet as sun-beam gleaming throu^ the raiu^ 

We saw ^ sUning row of children small. 

Fair were their formd, and fair their robes withal ; 
But O I each radiant and unmoving eye 

Was fix'd on us l--forget I never, shall 
How well they seem'd my very soul to spy I 
And hers-*^the sparkling brid^ that moved so grace* 
falby! 
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BO. 
<< Proud of thdr no4^ or chaimed with the dglity 

She.toni'd aside witli stq> of dignity : 
All still and motioiilesB, they stood upri^t» 

SftTe one sweet babe that slightly bent the kae^ 

Widi such a smile of mild benignity! 
These eyes shall ne'er such &ce agam^bdiold ! 

His flaxen curis like filmy silk dM flee; 
His tiny form seem'd east in heavenly moold; 
His cheek like blossom pde^ in Apak morning ccdd. 

SU 
«^ * Sweet babe^' she simper'd^ with aftcted mieHy 

*< Iliou art a lovdy boy; if thoa wert mine^ 
Vd deck thee in the gold and diamonds sheen^ 

And daily bathe thee in Ae rosy wine ; 

The miiBk-*r06e and die balmy eglandne 
Around thy soft and silken oouch should f^y; 

How fondly would these arms around thee twine ! 
Asleep or waking, I would watch thee lE^e, 
Caress thee all the night, and love thee all the day/ 
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SflL 
<< < O lady, of die imowi wrifeeBng floidy 

'Tis notthree Ulde nonilis Mace I was tlune; 
' And thou did'st deck Hie in die graTe^dodi fiml, 

And bfttfae Bie in llie b)9od---4hat blo«)d ^iihas in^ 

Instoad of damask rote aod e^aMtkie, 
The reptile'8 tocKid plajFtt loimd my g«a^^ 

Ah ! eodd'at diondeeni there was xt9^ye divine, 
And that the deed woold (E^eep for evermore ? 
Did^it thonne'ereee diis pale^ this pleadii^ioekbefere? 

5S» 

** That moment I bdieldt benasdi mine eje, 
A smiling babe^ widi hands and ejes upraised; 

A pale and fiEantic.modier trembled nigh — 
She kaeerd^Hsbe seized Its arm!*-4hekmfewas raised*- 
< Hold, hold !* I died; yet modoosless I gazed, 

And sa w ■ ■ Q God cf Heayen I I see it now ! 
I see the:eje-beam sink in deadly haze; 

The ^pnvering Up, the bmt and gelid brow ! — 

OI dttll see that «^ in being yet to kaowl 
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«< To wild ducAtler tnrn'd the bridal hall! 

still at me her frenzied looks ahe threw ! 
All in lunazement fled the festiTaly 

The sufferer to the wild at i^idnight flew 1— 
Thou found'ftt me underneath a lonely ]Fewi 
There I have pra/d, and oft must pray again I 

There ravens fed! and red the daisies grew! — 
Yet they were white 1 without a dye or stain^ 
The slender scattered bones these bleached in the rain 1 

^ Fair dame, thy crime is purity to mine I 

1 must go pray, for I am haunted still! 
In Heaven is mercy !— I may not repixkOy 

But bow submissive^ since it is the will 
Of Him» who cares and feds for human'ill ! 
They deem me mad, and laugh my woes to sconif 

And name me craa^ C!onnd of the hill^: 
My heart is broke 1 my brain with watching worn I 
I must go pray to God^ for lam racked and torn T 
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36. 
He kned'd beside tke grey stone on the heathy 

And loud his orisons of dread began ; 
Such words were never framed of human breathy 

Sueh tones of vdoiemence never poured by man ! 
. Madly llirough vailed mysteries he ran, 
Wkh voice of howling and unvision'd eye ; 

Then would the tears drop o'er his x^heek so wan^ 
And he would calmly plead, with throb and sigh^ 
And name his Saviour's name with deep humility. 

•87. 
Tliree days they joume/d on through moor and dal^ 

TiU faded far the hills of Tay behind,; 
Still he was gentle as the -southern gale, 

Mild as the lamb, compassionate and kind 1 

But O fiur wilder than the winter wind 
Whene'er a world of spirits was the theme t 

Then he would name unbodied ithings of mindt 
That paced the air, or skimm'd along the stream I 
His life seem'd all^ wast^ a wild and troubled dream. 
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.«. 
Still had the crine of iBaoeenee betrayed. 

Which termiiMiled not with shame aloQ^ 
Oppresft'd hk heart and ob Im reaion prey'd; 

In team of blood that criiae he did bemoan> 

Though Boaaed were aU his tboiigl^ yet to atone 
Far that .to Heaven wUeh reddeis he had don% 

O'er maiden innocence to watch . anon 
He ceased not, wearied not^ tiU Hfe waa nuu 
Q be bis tale a wanuo^ youthfol vice toahunl . 

When nigh die verge <^ southeni ^yalerthey 4:aoM^ 

And gre^i Stmthallan open'd to their view^ 
He blest the child and jnother, in. the name 

Of heaven's Eternal Kin|^ with reverence doe; 

Then turning round, with maddened strides wilhdiew 
Back to his desart solitude agnn^ 

To walch the moon^ and |>ray beneath his yeWs 
Controlling spirits on their mountain reigUy 
TiU dseatk'bi^ii^ unit^ lor evcar to r^raudn. 



- -'^ -' - 
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CANTO FIFTH. 



CBe €^xi»tmim^ 



ARGUMENT. 

-Tgai ye in myfather^s homer 

Wf muckle shame and jtn, 
Jin* brought thee up m good green weed 

Aneath the heavy rain* 
Oft ha^e I by thy cradle tat^ 

Jin'Jbndfy teen thee ikq^^ 

* * * • 

• • * * 

Gae rone my young ton in the siOt, 
An* lay my lady at white at the miOh 
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CANTO FIFTH. 



Cj^ C]^0tfttttl0« 



1. 

Old Strevline^ thou stand'st beauteous <m the height^ 

Amid thy peaceful vales of every dye. 
Amid bewildered 'waves of silvery light 

That maze the mind and toil the raptured eye; 

Thy distant mountains spiring to the sky, 
Seem blended with the mansions of the blest ; 

How proudly rise their gilded p<Mnts on high 
Above the mo]:i!dng bloud and man's behest I 
Like thrones of aAgels hung upon the welkin's breast. 



tsatisbm 
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2. 
For these I love thee I but I love thee more 

For the gray relics of thy martial towers. 
Thy moulderiiig palaces and ramparts hoar. 

Throned on the granite pile that grimly loai% 

Memorial of the times, when hostile powers 
So oftai proved thy stedfiist patriot worth. 

May every honour wait thy future hours. 
And glad the children of thy kindred Forth I 
I love thy very name, old bulwark of th6 North I 

9w 

Alas I the winding FcMrtb, and golden vidc^ 

Caught not the eye of her who sought thy gite! 
Her spirits sunk, her heart began to fiul I 

Weeping she came^ nor could her tale relate; 

Mador she named, and, trembling tat her fiil^ 
Watch'd the tall porter's dark nntiMMM^mg stare^ 

Who jested ruddy of her hapless staft^ 
And bade her to some distant country fiure^ 
For iuch a name as that no Scot did tfm bear* 
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4. 
Humblj she begg'd to fare the porch within^ 

That of the nobles she a view might gai% 
And her enquiries cautiously bc^n ; 

But all her urgent prayers and tears were vain. 

Harsh she was told, <' no longer to remain^ 
For Iqnghts and lords would soon be passing by^ 

And they would be offended at such stain 
Upon their knighthood and their honours high : 
That such as she seem'd made lor mischief purposely/' 

No beam of anger ray'd her glistening eye^ 
It sunk like star within the rubied west ; 

Or like the tinted dew-bdl^ seen to lie 
.Upon the rose*leaf tremblingly at rest, 
Then softly sinks upon its opening breast-— 

So sunk her eyc^ while firmly she replied, 
<< Since no appeal, nor plea of the distress'4« 

To Scollaad's court may come, whatever betide^ 

Thou shalt iMt drive me hence tiU I am satisfied." 
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6. 
O many an eve she wandered round the rock, 

In hopes her faithless Minstrel to espy; 
And many a time to dame and townsman spoke^ 

With blosh obtrnsivey and with question shy; 

But nor by name^ by garb, by minstrelsy. 
Nor strict discernment, could she Mador find. 

Her fond and ardent hopes began to die I 
In cheerless apathy with all mankind. 
She cmly wish'd to leave the world and shame behind ( 

Loth to depart and iseek a cheerless home, 
Down at the base of Strevline's rock she lay; 

She wished her head laid in the peaceful tomb ! 
Sheldss'd her boy, but word she could not say* 
She tum*d her eyes to heaven in act to pray — 

O hold those lips, unused to ^ve oSeace I 
That prayer will rise in wild impassion'd way, 

How have thy woes arisen, and firom whoace? 

O search, before thou darest accuse Qmnipotaice ! 
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8. 
The worthy Abbot o{ Dunfamline came^ 
. He mark'd her beauty^ and he heard her weep 
Silent he paused, and eyed her lovely frame; 

IPor churchmen aye observant eye do keep . 

On female beauty, though devotion deep 
And homilies behove the holy mood ; 

From rostrum still in wily guise they peep— * 
For why ?— by them 'tis wisely understood. 
That to admire the chief of all Heaven's works is good; 

9. 

The Abbot ne'er had look'd on face so meek I 
The pleasure that it gav^ was mix'd with pain; 

He saw her lift her full blue eyes to speskf 
She only sigh'd and cast them down again. 
Then view'd her babe, while tears felVdown like rain^ 

Wiped her young cheek, and back her ringlets threw* 
The Abbot's honest bosom heaved amain ! 

A look so lovely ne'er had met his view I 

'Twas like a forest rose, wet with untimefy dew! 

8 
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10. 
Question reepdc^fdl^ and siacere refij^ 

Broii^t on a long and earnest conferenoe; 
The tale was told of Modor'a perfidy * 

Which thou hast heard— -but stilly on some pretence 

Of treadierons memory, or lost incidence^ 
The Abbot caused lier tdl it o'er and o^ar ; 

Then did he stand in long and deqp aospeose^ 
As bent some dubious mystery to explore ; 
As one who little said, but thought and knew nuich 
more. 

IL 
Still did his eye oppress the gentle dame; 

Not on her fiioe, but arm, it seeof d to stay; 
She wecn'd her boy did this attention daim, 

And set his cap, and donM his ofeilay; 

Then watch'd the Abbot's eye— but not that wsay 
It seemed to bend^^A trivial ring idie wore^ 

Of silver framed, n^ected, old, and gray, 
WarpM with the unknown mysteries of yore; 
'Twas on that ancient ring. his eye directly bore. 
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IS. 
<< Fair dame^*' he said, << did thy hettnyet leate 

No token of his fidth, nor pledge <tf love? 
Did he^ like knight, no ring or bracdel gire^ 

Which he was bound to challenge or approTe ?' 

Her diottght^beveilder'd eyes b^an to move 
Now to the ring, now to the Abbofs ftce; 

Faint recollections o'er their Instre wove 
A still, a donbtfiil, mdanch<dy grace--^ 
'Twas like an April sky, whidi dt^ions shadeaenhnaee* 

is. 
Sie spread her fiiir hand trembling in the ak— 

<<*SaTe that old ring, no odier pledge hare 1$ 
He gave't in moment of distracting care, 

"When from my anns and danger forced to ily : 

Something he said, but of what tendency. 
Or what effect, remembrance ne'er could frame. 

From the device I nothing may imply. 
Nor mark it bears, unless the moulder's name ; 
Small its arail to me, nor other pledge I claim.'' 
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A glow of anger flushed the Abbot's fiice ; 

He knew the old disvalued ring fidl well i 
And much its owner wished he to disgriice^ 

For he was generousy but shrewdly felL 

<< ril find him oat," he said, << by search or spdl, 
If in fair Scotland he holds rank or place ; 

Remain thou here tSl I our Soverdgn telL" 
Then up the hiU he strode with hurried paoe^ 
And left the lovdy dame in sad uncertain case. 

15. 
Scarce was he gone, when on the path she saw, 

That leads from vale of Strevline to the town» 
A weary wight that toward her did draw. 

With hanging hose, and plaid around him thrown; 

His grizzled locks wared o'er his cheek so brown; 
She thought his stoop and stride too well* she knew I 

His mountful eyes to earth were fixed down, ■ 
Save when a transient glance he upward thcew 
Where Scotland's palace ros% and her broad btfmen 
flew. 



Canto V. THE CH&I8TENING. 189 

16. 
She heard him mutter vow of fell revenge i 

Closer to earth she clung^ in fear and shame^ 
Resolved nor word nor look with him to change^ 

But all imbrookable as nigh he came 

Her bosom jeam'd, her heart was in a flame. 
Feebly she cried, « My father, turn this way !" 

Up stretch'd the stranger's rough uncourtly frame^ 
'Twas old Kincraigy, from the banks of Tay, 
Who stood Uke statue grim, in wild and doubtful way I 

That painfiil greeting may not be defined ; ' 
Nature's own language flow'd from either tongue ; 

Nor fell reproach, nor countenance unkind, 

With freezing scowl, above their soothings hung: 
Both child and mother to his bosom clung; 

He wiped her tears, and bade from grief refrain ; 
<* Thou art my child, and thou hast sufler'd wrong. 

How could'st thou leave me, prey to sharpest pain? 

But I have found thee now, we ne'er shall part again I'' 

I 
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IS. 
Straight to the royal hall the Abbot went. 

Where sat the King, his dames, and nobles all; 
Scarce did he beckon, scarce his brow he bent. 

But raised his hand their sole regard to call^ 

And thus began, while sQence sway'd the hall : — 
<< My Liege, I grieve sudi message here to bring; 

But now there waits below your palace wall : 
The loveliest flower that ever graced the spring. 
That ever mounted throne^ or shone in courtly ring. 

19. 
<^ She bearis a form of such delightful mould, 

I ween'd before me sylvan goddess stood. 
Such beauty these old eyes did ne'er behold 1 

— Nay, smile not, dame^— for, by the blessed rood, 

That I aver I pledge me to make good. 
She's Beauty's self pourtray'd, and to her breast 

Is prest a lovely babe of playful mood* 
She has been wronged, betray'd, and sore oppress'd, 
And, ccmld a heart believe I— the traitor here is guest" 
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2a 

The King was wroth, and rose from off his throne^ 

LookM round for Audi pf guilt, then raised his hand: 
<< By this !'* said he, << the knight that so haitih done 

Shall reparation make, or quit the land. 

I hold not light the crime, and do command 
A fill! relation — He who can betray 

Such beanty, with fidse vow, and prcMnise bland, 
As lieve will dupe his king in treacherous way. 
The ruthless traitcnr^s namc^ and hers, good Abbot, say/' 

21. 
<^ Thou art my genarous King I'' the Abbot cried, 

'<< And Heaven will bless thee for this just award ! 
This feeble arm of mine hath erst been tried. 

And for the injured has a foanan dared; 

And should the knight your mandate^disregard, — 
'Tis old and nerveless now, and small its power, 

But all his skill its vengeance shall not ward— - 
Beshrew his heart, but he riiall me the hour I — 
The kn%ht is Mador hight, the dame foir Ila Mooce.'' 



.£iiii^ 
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As ever you saw the chambers of the wesfy 
: When summer suns had joumqr'd to the main^ 
Now sallow pale, now momently oppress'd 
With crimson flush, the prelude of the rain. 
So look'd the King ; and stamp'd and soowFd amaii^ 
To stay the Abbot's speech, who deign'd no heed^ 

But did, with sharpest acritude^ arraign 
The low deceit, the doer and the deed, 
And lauded much the King for that he had decreed. 

<< I think I know the wight,'' the King relied; 

<^ He is abash'd, and will not own it now; 
But my adjudgment shall be ratified, — 

A King hath vow'd, and must not break his vow.^ 

Then look'd he round, with smooth deceitful brow. 
As he the mark of conscious guilt had seen; 

Then, with majestic air and motion slow, 
Walk'd with the Abbot forth into the green; 
But all unknown the strain of converse them between* 
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The Abbot hasted to his lovely ward — 

Judge of his false conjecture and alarms, 
When he beheld this nymph of high regard 

So fondly folded in a stranger's arms. 

But O how much they added to her charms, 
The filial tears adown her cheek that ran I 

The kindest glow the human heart that warms 
Play'd o'er the visage of the holy man ; 
While he^ to sooth his guests, an artful tale began. 

25. 
He led them to his home of peace the while, 

Where all was rich, yet all in simple guise. 
And strove with cheerful converse to beguile 

Each latent fear and sorrowful surmise; 

Well skiU'd to read, in language of the eyes, 
What the still workings of the heart might be. 

He bade her don those robes of courtly guise. 
For they were hers, a gift bestowed fi*ee^ 
And ere the fall of night her Minstrel she might see. 
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When from the cbamber she retuin'ds amy'd 

In braided silk and rich embroideiyy 
The Abbot rote^ confiNmded and dismayed, 

And old Kincraigy nigh had bent his knee. 

An earthly fern she acarody fleem'd to be. 
Such dazzling beanty neither once had seen. 

^ Fair dame^ a lady thon may'st duHtly bc^" 
Sud the good Abbot, with ennqptnred mien, 
^ But Nature meant thee more^ diefi>rm*d theefora 
queen I'' 

27. 
Scarce had she answer widi a Unsh assay'dy 

Scarce raised ill' astonidi'd babe nnto her breast^ 
Whoi enterM Mador, wiA a look that said 

His heart was generous, and his mind oppressed. 

His minstrd garb he wore, and purple crest — 
Nought of his woodland flower he conld espy I 

But one who on a silken conch did rest. 
That sem'd some form of eastern doty ! 
TheMinstrdbow^dfiiUlow,whilewQiiderdimm'dhiseye« 
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28, 
The shifting hues that sported o'^ her £ice 

Were hke the streamer^ of the rosy eve. 
And to her beauty lent a nameless grace — 

Those blushes could not Mador undeeeiyei 

His &ncy made no motion to beUcTe 
That e'er his highland maid had half the chaxmsy 

TiU the good Abbot did his mind reliere^ 
In pity of a female's fond alarms. 
<< What, my first love !'' he cried, and sprung into ber 
arms. 

29. 
He kiss'd her lips, he kiss'd her burning cheekf 

Caress'd her young son in the fondest way, 
A chain of gold was hung around her neck, 

And diamond bracelets shed the sparkling ray; 

Such kind and fond endearment did he pay. 
The Abbot scarce from weeping could refrain. 

Nought good or bad could old Kincraigy say. 
The fitrthest comer did his brow sustain. 
And when they spoke to him he could not speak again. 



136 HADOB OF THE MOOR. Cahto V. 

30. 
^* Thou shalt be mine^'' the generous Minstrel said ; 

<< If I had known my love's unhappy state. 
Not all the land my presence should have staid I 

Thou hast been injured, and my blame is great ! 

This night the holy Abbot we'll entreat 
To join our hands, then art thou doubly mine ; 

Then hie thee back to Tay, for I must wait 
Our Sovereign's will ; but do not thou repine^ 
For all thy native hills, firom Tay to Bra% are thine. 

81. 
<< I have some &vour with our Monarch's ear, 

And he hath kindly granted my request ; 
If this our son his royal name may bear, 

That his shall be an earldom of the best 

I have his signet, and his high behest 
To turn the ruthless Albert to the door : 

The royal bounds, that border to the west. 
He grants thee too—* these all are thine secure^ 
And every dame on Tay shall stoop to Ila Moore. 
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32. 
*^ Haply to. distant land I now may roam, 

Sat next wlfen summer flowers the highland lea, 
I ndll return, and seek my woodland home 

Within the bowers of sweet Kinnaird with thee. 

Th^e is a lowly spot beneath the tre^ 
O'ershadow'd by the di£P^-thou know'st it well I 

In that sweet solitude our cot shdl be; 
There first we loved, and there in love we'll dweU, 
And long, long shall it stand, a Minstrel's faith to tell. 

33. 
<^ When summer eve hath wove her silken screai. 

Her fairy net-work of Uie night and day. 
Hath tipt with flame the ccme of mountain green, 

And d^t the red sun in the springs of Tay, 

How sweet with thee above the cliff to stay, 
And see the evening stretch her starry zone ! 

Or, shaded from the sun's meridian ray. 
Lie stretch'd upos^ the Up of greenwood looie:.! ; . 
O happier shalt th4ki W fpr sorrows undergone !" 
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Their hands were join*d~a mother's heart was blest ! 

Hot son was ohristen'd by his Sorerdgn's name; 
In gold and scarlet the young imp was dress'd, 

A tiar on his head of cnrious finune. 

But ne'er on earth was seen a minstrd's dame 
Shine in such beauty, and such rich array I 

An hundred squires, and fifty maidens, came 
Riding on palfireys, sporting all the way, 
To guard this splendid dame hcmie to her native Tay. 

55. 
Needs not to sing of after joys that fell. 

Of yeairs of glory and felicity ; 
Needs not on time and circumstance to dwell* — 

AU who have heard of maid of low degree, 

Higbt Ila Moore, up raised in dignity 
And rank all other Scottish dames ^bove^ 

May well conceive who Mador needs must bey 
And trace the winding mysteries of his love. 
To such my tale is told, and such will it approve. 



Cakto V. MADOR OF THE MOOR. 1 89 



CONCLUSION. 



RETURVy my Harp, unto the Border dale, 
Tby native green hill, and thy fairy ring ; 

No more thy murmurs on the Grampian gale 
May wake the hind in covert slumbering, 
Nor must thy proud and far outstretched string 

Presume to renovate the northern song, 

Wakening the echoes Ossian taught to sing ; 

Their sleqp of ages still they must prolong, • 

Till son inspired is born their native hills among. 

Ix>ved was the voice that woo'd from Yarrow bowers 
Thy truant flight to that entrancing clime ; 

She ween'd thy melody and tuneful powers, 
Mellow'd by custom, and matured by time^ 
Or that the sounds and energies sublime. 
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That darkly dwell by cataract and steep, 

Would rouse anew thy visionary chime. 
Too long by southland breezes lull'd asleep. 
O may she well approve thy wild and wandering 
sweep ! 

Should her fair band bestow the earliest bays, 

Although proud learning lift the venom'd eye^ 
Still shalt thou warble strains of other days. 

Struck by some tuneful spirit lingering nigh; 

Till those^ who long have pass'd derisive by. 
Shall list to, hear thy tones when newly strung. 

And Scottish maid^is over thee shall sigh, 
When I am all un-named by human tongm^ 
And thy enchanted chords by other hands are rung ! 



THE END. 
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